













EVERY ISSUE. EVER. 

THE COMPLETE PLAYBOY ARCHIVE 



Access the ultimate stack of Playboys, from thefirst issue 
to the latest — only on iPlayboy. 

v 


TAKE A FREE 14-DAY TRIAL AT 
iPLAYBOY.COM/FREE-TRIAL 


























BOOK 

K PLAYMATE 
FOR YOOR 
NEXT EVENT 


CORPORATE EVENTS 
TRADE SHOWS 
PRODUCT CAMPAIGNS 
NGHT CLUB APPEARANCES 
SPORTING EVENTS 
FEATURE FILM & TV 
ADVERTISER VIDEO PRINT 
FASH ON FOR ED TORIAL 


PLAYMATEPROMOTIONS.COM 



















V 

COJVTEJVTS 

JULY/AUGUST 2018 ISSUE NO.87 


DEPARTMENTS 

STAFFBOX 6 
PFAYBOY ADVISOR 26 
PFAYBOY NEWS 118 
RECAFF 120 

FORUM 

HAVE THINGS REALLY CHANGED IN BORACAY? 28 

The rehabilitation of Boracay was met with mixed reactions, with some admiring the government 
for it while others lamenting the plight of the locals. Buboi Arevalo investigates. 


COVER STORY 

UNICA ROCES 46 

Playmate Unica Roces is in full bloom as she adds enchantment to the scenic areas of 
Lubang Island in Occidental Mindoro. 


FEATURES 

GOING SOLO 22 

A young man sets off on a solo adventure across the globe as he gets up close and personal 
with the animals in Africa and drives through the deserts of Morocco. 

HUMBLE BEGINNINGS: SUCCESSFUL RESTAURANTS THAT 
STARTED OUT AS HOLE IN THE WALL PLACES 30 

Not all popular restaurants have glamorous beginnings. We trace the humble origins of 
well-loved establishments like Mang Larry’s Isawan, Tapsi ni Vivian, R&J Bulalo, and Aysee. 

AFTER HOURS: 10 MUST-VISIT PLACES AND EVENTS IN ESCOLTA 42 

From the “Queen of the Streets” in the early 1900s to the current haven for art and thrift 
shopping, Escolta is thriving anew with its array of hip establishments and events. 

OUR FAVORITE FILIPINO RESTAURANTS IN METRO MANILA 98 

Excellent sisig, fried chicken, barbecue, and crispy pata can be found throughout Metro 
Manila. For us, excellent is not good enough. We sought out the best of the best. 


FICTION 


GO, SPACE RACER! 112 

Author Curtis Chen takes you to an adventure beyond the stars, complete with spaceships, 
spacecraft chases, and a bitter rivalry. Brace yourself for a wild ride. 





PICTORIALS 


MEDITERRANEAN MORNING 32 

French model Elisa Meliani storms a castle in Sicily, tak¬ 
ing with her a bit of wine, a share of fine Italian cooking, 
and your undivided attention. 

INTERNATIONAL WOMAN: 

JOHANNE LANDBO 66 

Danish beauty Johanne Landbo loves nothing more than 
to set sail to a beautiful coastline. We were lucky enough 
to join her on that adventure. 

ASIAN BEAUTY: MICHELLE NACARIO 76 

As a competitive dancer, Asian Beauty Michelle Nacario 
knows a thing or two about movement. For one, she can 
move you to follow her online upon seeing her steamy 
pictorial. 


MISS AUGUST: APRIL SEASON 88 

Summer never stops when Playmate April Season is 
around. Things can only get hotter once you get to know 
more about this lithe beauty. 


WHEN IN ROME 102 



Models Roxanna June and Jess Clarke prove that their 
beauty is of historic proportions when they visited the 
storied Italian city. 


\ 











V 

COUfTEUfTS 

JULY/AUGUST 2018 ISSUE NO.87 



PLAYGROUND 


INTERVIEWS 


SUPER SANDWICHES 10 

Playmate chef Rhea Laroza shares her mouthwatering renditions of a pair of 
American classics in her extra-stacked cheeseburger and herbed chicken sandwich. 

QUICK AND EASY SUSHI 14 

As it turns out, all you need to do to prepare sushi is to have a bamboo mat, some 
fruits and seafood, a knife, and a pair of active wrists. Did we mention, you don’t 

need a lot of cash? 

CRISPY KARE-KARE 16 

What do you get if you marry creamy kare-kare with crispy lechon kawali? Mind- 
blowing awesomeness on the palate. 

ESTABLISHMENT: LUMU 20 

Lumu does not only add a twist to Filipino food, its owner, Luigi Muhlach, also 
affords each dish with the stuff that we’ve always wanted: more crunch, more fat, 
and more sinful pleasure. 


INTERVIEW - ANTHONY BOURDAIN 58 

Anthony Bourdain is not just a chef; he’s a story - 
telller who gave us food-related experiences that we 
could live vicariously through. We caught up with the 
culinary icon. 

20Q - ERWAN HEUSSAFF 84 

We get up close and personal with restaurateur and 
online content creator Erwan Heussaff as he opens 
up on his recipes, the married life, and dealing with 
online haters. 

MAN OF THE MONTH - LUIGI MUHLACH 74 

Lumu owner Chef Luigi Muhlach is a man with a 
plan. His mission is to turn every day into a cheat 
day with all the succulently rich dishes that he pre¬ 
pares in his Greenbelt restaurant. 







Vplayboy 

*!> PHILIPPINES 


EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 
EXECUTIVE EDITOR 
CREATIVE DIRECTOR 
SENIOR CREATIVE 
MANAGING EDITOR 
ART ASSOCIATE 
VIDEO DIRECTOR 
COPY EDITOR 


ADAM PENN 
BILLY ANN ABELEDA 
JOEL OWEN REYES 
AJ JOSE 

PAUL WENCESLAO 
JEFFREY INFANTE 
JJ MAGHIRANG 
SHARLYN MORALES 


CONTRIBUTING WRITERS 

DAVID SHEFF, CURTIS C. CHEN, MARCO SUMAYAO, BUBOI AREVALO, IDA SALANGSANG, 
ELEA ALMAZORA, ABE MAGNAYE, CELENE SAKURAKO 

CONTRIBUTING PHOTOGRAPHERS & ILLUSTRATORS 

ALIMITTON, CAMERON HAMMOND, GIOMARCO QUIROS, ANDREW ARCHER 
RYAN ALEJANDRO, KIKZ MANUEL, MAXIE GERANTA 

CONTRIBUTING STYLISTS, HAIR & MAKE-UP ARTISTS 

LINKEE COUSNARD, MAY ALMAZAN, OLIE PABUSTAN 

ENTERTAINMENT, TALENT & EVENTS 

DIRECTOR CHX ALCALA 

ASSISTANT AKIKO PRIA 

SOCIAL MEDIA 

SOCIAL MEDIA MANAGER EMERALD RIDAO 

ADMIN & ACCOUNTING DEPARTMENT 

LEONORA DELOS REYES, MARIO FERMIL, JUNMAE NATURA 
ALFONSO VASQUEZ, JOSEPHINE JOSE 


PLAYBOY SUITE 

30TH FLOOR 1800 IBM PLAZA CYBER PARK, EASTWOOD CITY, 
E.RODRIGUEZ JR. ST., BAGUMBAYAN LIBIS, QUEZON CITY 1110 

LEGAL 

ATTY. ALLEN BLAIRE BOY 
ATTY. SPOCKY FAROLAN 

PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES 


OUR COVER 



ISSUE NO. 87 

DECADENCE ISSUE 

COVER GIRL: PLAYMATE UNICA ROCES 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY OWEN REYES 

KEEPUPWITHALLTHINGS 

PLAYBOY 



PLAYBOY PH ON FACEBOOK: 

PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES 



PLAYBOY PH ON INSTAGRAM: 

@PLAYBOYPHILIPPINES 


SAM CU 

President & CEO 

BILLY ANN ABELEDA 

Vice President - Internal 


BERNARD CHONG 

Chief Finance Officer 

ALEXANDER M. LAO 

Vice President - External 



WWW.PLAYBOYPH.COM / WWW.iPLAYBOYPH.COM 


PLAYBOY PH ON TWITTER: 

@PLAYBOY_PH 


PLAYBOY ENTERPRISES INTERNATIONAL 

HUGH M. HEFNER 

Founder 

U.S. PLAYBOY 

Chief Executive Officer BEN KOHN 

Chief Creative Officer COOPER HEFNER 

SVP Digital Product MICHAEL PHILLIPS 

Executive Editor JAMES RICKMAN 


PLAYBOY INTERNATIONAL PUBLISHING 

REENA PATEL 

Chief Commercial Officer & Head of Operations 

HAZELTHOMSON 

Licensing 


PLAYBOY, PLAYMATE, PLAYMATE OFTHE MONTH, RABBIT HEAD DESIGN, and FEMLIN DESIGN 
are trademarks of PLAYBOY and used under license from PLAYBOY Enterprises International, Inc. 

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, ortransmitted in any form by any electronic, 
mechanical, photocopying, recording, or other means without prior written permission of the publisher. 
©2018 PHIL. PRINTING MEDIA ENTERPRISES INC. 


O 

PLAYBOY PH ON YOUTUBE: 

PLAYBOY PHILIPPINES 

GET THE LATEST ISSUE 
SUBSCRIBE TODAY! 

WWW.iPLAYBOYPH.COM 
Or visit WWW.PLAYBOYPH.COM 


BUNNY HUNT! 


Look for the hidden bunny on the cover and win awesome prizes. 
Email your guess to bunnyhunt@playboy-philippines.com 












)( PLAYBOYSHOP.com 


Exclusively from Playboy. Shop now. 





















hutry 


Google Play 


App Store 



Playboy’s award-winning content updated daily! 
































ISSUE NO. 87 


PLAYGROUND 



EAT ME 


Life moves at a blindingly fast pace for a bachelor. As such, quick and easy-to-prepare meals are simply the way to go, 
saving you up on cash and affording you a satisfying meal anytime you need one. Your cooking could even impress 
the ladies. Don’t know where to start? Don’t fret. We’ve got this one. If you do want to dine out, we’ve also covered a 
restaurant that pushes the boundaries of Filipino cuisine. 


words by PAUL WENCESLAO photos by GIOMARCO QUIROS 












GRILLED FARE 


SUPER 


SANDWICHES ARE AS COMMON IN THE WESTERN WORLD AS RICE AND 

IS IN THE PHILIPPINES, AND HAS CAPTIVATED MUCH OF THE GLOBE WITH THE 
NEAR-LIMITLESS OPTIONS THAT IT AFFORDS. 


FOR A SINGLE BACHELOR WHO IS ALWAYS ON THE GO , A CHEESEBURGER OR A LUSCIOUS SUB IS AN IDEAL MEAL AS IT 
CAN BE SAVORED AT HOME OR ON THE ROAD. AND PREPARING ONE DOES NOT TAKE A LOT OF EFFORT, EVEN IF YOU 

— INTEND TO MAKE IT EXTRA FANCY. 



BIGGIE BURGER 

FROM PAGE 9 

INGREDIENTS 
1 pound ground lean beef 
250 grams lamb fat 
1 large egg 
2 tbsp olive oil 
rosemary(fresb) 

1/2 cup minced onion 
1/4cup breadcrumbs 
2 cloves garlic minced 
1/2 teaspoon salt 
1/2 teaspoon ground pepper 
Hamburger buns 
1/4 cup mayonnaise 
1 ripe(firm) tomato, 

4 tbin slices white onion 


AVOCADO & EGG 
SANDWICH 


INGREDIENTS 
Whole grain bread 
Avocado 
Olive oil 
Mayonnaise 
Boiled egg 
Pinch of cayenne 
Fresh Aragula 



SANDWICHES 


Recipes by Playmate Chef Rhea 



Playmate chef Rhea Laroza. 

owner of Arbie's Cuisine, shares two 
of the sandwich recipes that made 
her restaurant a hig hit in Pampanga. 
apart from her creative take on local 
favorites. First up is a gargantuan 
burger that is stacked with two 
large patties, cheese, onions, and 
choice greens. The other is a medley 
ot avocado, chicken, vegetables, and 
a special herb sauce that imparts 
a blend of tartness and sweetness. 
Both are filling enough to he consid¬ 
ered full meals, or heavy snacks for 
those have large appetites. 


TURKEY 

SANDWICH 

INGREDIENTS 
Whole grain bread 
Romaine lettuce 
Tomato (ripe but firm) 
Mayonnaise 
Spiced mustard 
Turkey chunks 
Sliced red onion 
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SUGAR 

COOKIES 

WITH ROYAL ICING 


Recipe by Ida Salangsang Intro by Paul Wenceslao 


The term “Netflix and chill” is in danger of obsoletion - to be replaced with “Netflix 
and cookies” - when we realized that something as sweet as a well-made sugar cookie 
can come as a remarkably good complement to the pulse-pounding episodes of Jessica 
Jones and The Punisher. The baked treat crumbles delicately with every bite and there’s 
a subtle sweetness to it that makes one crave for more. 

Architect of the aforementioned experience is Ida Salangsang, a gourmand and 
seasoned homecook, who has made a living out of selling restaurant-quality meals and 
baked goodies, apart from her job as a Playboy writer and birthing photographer. Her 
customizable Sugar Cookies with Royal Icing happens to be one of her best-sellers and 
she is kind enough to share a recipe that’s similar to the items she sells. 


Ingredients 


2 1/2 cups all-purpose flour, 
plus extra for dusting 
1 teaspoon baking powder 
1/4 teaspoon salt 
1 cup butter, room temperature 
3/4 cup sugar 
1 large egg 

1 teaspoon pure vanilla extract 

1. Sift flour, baking powder and salt into a 
medium bowl. Set aside. 

2. In a stand mixer, cream the butter and 
sugar until well incorporated. Turn up the 
mixer speed to medium-high and beat un¬ 
til the butter-sugar mixture is light and 
fluffy for about 5 minutes. Add the egg 
and vanilla, then mix until incorporated. 
Reduce the mixer speed to low and add in 
the flour mixture in 2 batches. 


3. Divide the cookie dough into three balls. 
Shape the balls into disks, then wrap them 
individually in cling film. Refrigerate until 
firm for at least 1 hour. 

4. Line 2 baking sheets with parchment 
paper. On a floured surface, roll out the 
dough - one disk at a time - until it’s 
about 1/8 inch thick. Cut out shapes with 
2-to-4-inch cookie cutters and arrange 
them on the baking sheets, 2 inches apart. 
Gather the scraps and refrigerate until 
firm; reroll to cut out more cookies. 

5. Preheat oven to 350 degrees F. Bake the 
cookies until they puff up and take on a 
golden color for about 13 to 15 minutes. 
Let the cookies cool on the baking sheets 
for 5 minutes before transferring to a 
cooling rack. Cool completely before icing. 


BASIC ROYAL ICING 

Ingredients 

450 grams Confectioners’ Sugar 

2 tablespoons Meringue Powder 

In a large bowl, whisk together confec¬ 
tioners’ sugar and meringue powder. Add 5 
tablespoons of water and beat until the icing is 
glossy and soft peaks form when you turn your 
whisk upside down. Add up to 1 tablespoon of 
water if the icing is too thick. When ready, ap¬ 
ply it onto the cookies. Use your creativity in 
doing so to make the cookies look pleasing. 
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BANANA COFFEECAKE: 

* . • >. .. Ut • • '** jjj* • \ i • 

MORE DEC ADENT THAN BANANA BREAD 

Recipe by Ida Salangsang Intro by Paul Wenceslao 


Desserts equate to the happy endings in meals. With this fancy version 
of banana bread as your dinner-ender - topped with crispy chocolate 
chips and nuts and embellished with succulently sweet bananas - you 
would want to cleanse your palate with even more servings of the decadent 
loaf. You can up the ante by serving the bread warm and placing a scoop of 
vanilla ice cream on top, resulting in a burst of sweetness that overpowers 
the taste buds in an addictively good way. 

Ida Salangsang, a seasoned homecook, birthing photographer, and owner * 
of her own pastijy business (toaf), spent time perfecting her Banana 
Coffeecake and her efforts have earned her constant praises from those who 
hgve tried it. Now she shares a recipe that is similar to her masterwork, 
the dessert that turned friends and peers into loyal customers. 


Ingredients 

3/4 cup butter, divided 

1 cup granulated white sugar 

2 large eggs 
1/4 cup milk 

1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
1/2 teaspoon espresso powder 

3 medium bananas, very ripe 

2 V2 cups all-purpose flour, divided 
' ; : % 1 teaspoon baking soda 

-V v > 1./4 teaspoon salt 

... :1/2 qup packed brown sugar 
- • 2 teaspoons cocoa powder 

. 3/4 cup chocolate chips 
3/4 cup finely chopped nuts 


ith 


1. Preheat oven to 350°F. Line an 8 x 5-inch 
loaf pan with parchment paper and let the 
excess hang over the long sides to form a sling. 

2. In a medium-sized bowl, use a dinner fork 
to mash the bananas; depending on your 
preference, you may leave the bananas fairly 
Chunky or you may mash them until the 
puree is smooth and lump-free. 

3. In a stand mixer fitted with a paddle 
attachment, cream V2 cup of butter with 
granulated white sugar on low setting until 
well pombined. Turn up the mixer speed 
to medium-high and beat until the mixture 
is light and fluffy. Add in the eggs, one 
at a time, and mix until the ingredients 


are blended. Stir in the milk, vanilla, and 
espresso powder and mix further until well 
incorporated. Pour in the mashed bananas 
and stir. 

4. In a separate large bowl, mix together*2 cups 
of flour, baking soda, and salt. 

5. Use a spatula to gently stir the wet 
ingredients into the flour mixture until no 
lumps of dry flour are visible. Be careful not 
to overmix. 

6. Prepare the loaf topping: In a separate bowl, 
mix together brown sugar, the remaining 
V2 cup of flour, cocoa powder, and the 
remaining Va cup of butter until the mixture 
is crumbly. Stir in the chocolate chips and 
nuts. 

7. Pour the batter into the prepared loaf 
pan. Smoothen the.top and spread evenly 
into the pan’s corners. Sprinkle the topping 
uniformly over the batter. 

8. Bake the banana bread for 50 to 65 minutes 
until the top of the loaf is dark brown in 
color. Baking time will vary slightly depending 
on the moisture and sugar content of the 
bananas — check at around 50 minutes and 
then every 5 minutes after. Insert a toothpick 
in the middle of the loaf. If it comes out clean, 
the banana coffeecake is ready. . 

9. Transfer the loaf orra wire cooling rack to 
be placed on the pan. Let'it cool for at least 10 
minutes, then serve. 




QUICK™ 


INGREDIENTS 


Lemon 
Calamansi 
Cucumber 
Raddish 
White onion 
Tomato 

Cilantro/coriander 

Gari 

Crabstick 
Orange ebiko 
Cream cheese 
Japanese Rice 
Japanese vinegar 
Soysauce small 
Sugar 
Salt 

Nori sheet 
Japanese mayo 
Katsubushi (fish 
flakes) 
Avocado 
Ripe mango 
Uni 

Salmon 

Tuna 


f r f r > 





JAPANESE CUISINE IS OFTEN VIEWED AS SOPHISTICATED MEALS THAT CAN ONLY BE 
BOUGHT FOR A HIGH PRICE AT FANCY PLACES IN THE BUSIEST PARTS OF TOWN. THIS IS FAR 
FROM THE TRUTH AT LEAST IN REGARD TO SUSHI, WHICH CAN BE PREPARED IN JUST A FEW 
MINUTES PROVIDED THAT YOU HAVE THE RIGHT TOOLS AND INGREDIENTS FOR IT. 


Recipes by Chef Emjay Arguelles 



PREPARATION 


You will need a bamboo mat tbe size 
of a small table clotb - with which 
to roll tbe rice, fruit, and seafood 
together into a luscious cylinder - and 
a knife to cut the sushi log into bite- 
sized pieces. None of the Ingredients 
are too expensive, so your monthly 
budget for. say. your flat's rent and 
your daily expenses will remain 
intact even after preparing countless 
servings. 


Chef Emiay Arguelles. an experienced 
sushi chef, shares to us how to prepare 
the well-known Japanese dish. He is ahle 
to produce different types of sushi in 
Just a few minutes, which include the 
popular California maki. Philadelphia roll, 
uni gunkan maki, and salmon mango salsa 
sushi. Preparing the dish is simple enough 
that you can make it anytime you're 
craving for a quick Japanese meal. 



PREP: 45MIN > COOK: 20MIN > READY IN: 1HR 5MIN 


1. In a medium saucepan, bring 1,1/2 cups water to a boil. Add rice, apd stir. Reduce heat, cover and simmer tor 20 minutes until water is 
adsorbed. 2. in a small bowl, mix the rice vinegar, sugar and salt. Blend the mixture into the rice. 3. Centre one sheet of nori (use yaki-nori, a 
type ot oori that is already broiled) oo a bamboo sushi mat. Wet your bauds, spread a thio layer of rice oo the sheet of nori, and press ioto a 
thin layer. 4. Arrange 1/4 of the cucumber, ginger, avocado and seafood of your choice in a line down the centre of the rice. 5. Lift the end of 
the mat, aod gently roll it over the ingredients, pressing gently. Roll it forward to make a complete roll. Repeat with remaioing ingredients. 6 . 

Cut each roll into 4 to 6 slices using a wet, sharp knife. Serve immediately. 7. Repeat the process for the seafood or fruit of your choice. 
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CRISPY KARE-KARE 
WITH ENSALADA 

RECIPE BY IDA SALANGSANG 

Due entirely to its relatively laborious cooking process, the kare-kare is usually 
reserved for special occasions and grand events. Your efforts, however, are rewarded 
with savory creaminess that melts the hearts of diners of all ages. We decided to take 
the already beloved dish up a notch by fusing it with another Pinoy favorite in lechon 
kawali. The recipe below features a contrast of texture - crunchy pork crackling, 
butter-soft fat, and meat you can cut with a plastic spoon. We have to warn you: this 

dish is extremely addictive. 


Crispy Kare-Kare 

Servings: 6 
Ingredients: 

1 kg. pork belly, whole with skin intact 

2 tbsp. salt, divided 

2 tbsp. whole peppercorn 
5 pcs. dried bay leaves 
l liter water 

fat drippings, reserved from roasting pork 
belly 

l eggplant, sliced 

l bundle string beans, cut into 3-inch slices 
V2 tbsp. annatto seeds 
1/3 cup onion, chopped 

1 tbsp. garlic, minced 

2 V2 cups pork broth, reserved from boiling 
pork belly, strained 

Va cup plus 2 tbsps. unsweetened peanut 
butter 

2 to 3 tbsp. glutinous rice flour 

2 tbsp. fish sauce 

1tbsp. sugar 

salt and pepper, to taste 

1. Pour the water into a pot and bring it 
to a rolling boil. Add in the pork belly, 1 tbsp. 
salt, peppercorns, and bay leaves. Cover the 
pot and bring the mixture back to a rolling 
boil. Reduce heat to medium and simmer for 


60 minutes or until meat is forked tender. 
Remove the meat from the pot, drain, and 
collect the broth. Let the meat cool slightly. 

2. Preheat the oven to 350 degrees Fahrenheit. 
When the meat is cool enough to touch, make 
long, diagonal cuts across the fatty side of 
the meat, forming a grid or diamond pattern. 
Evenly spread 1 tbsp. of salt on the meat. 

3. Place a wire rack on top of the roasting pan 
to hold the pork belly. Place the pork, skin- 
side-up, and roast for 40 minutes. Increase 
the oven heat to 465 degrees Fahrenheit and 
cook for about 20 to 30 minutes, until the 
skin bears a golden hue and a crispy texture. 

4. While the pork is roasting in the oven, 
steam the eggplant and string beans, then 
set them aside. 

5. Remove the meat from the oven and rest 
until it cools long enough to touch. Slice 
the meat along the pattern of the grid. 

6. Pour the meat drippings from the roasted 
pork into a saucepan. Add annatto seeds 
and stir until the drippings turn red. Remove 
seeds. Add onions to the pan and saute over 
medium heat until they become translucent. 
Add in the garlic and saute until fragrant. 

7. Pour the strained broth into saucepan 
and bring to a boil. Reduce the heat and 
let it simmer. Whisk in the peanut butter 
and mix until the sauce is smooth. Dissolve 
the glutinous rice flour in a bit of water 
and pour into the peanut butter and broth 
mixture; stir until thick. Season the sauce 


with fish sauce, sugar, salt, and pepper to taste. 
Mix well and cook for another five minutes. 

8. Add steamed vegetables to the pan and gently 
toss until they are well-coated in sauce. 

9. Arrange the vegetables and sauce on a platter 
and top with sliced roast pork belly. Serve with 
sauteed bagoong. 


1. Prepare the dressing by combining the 
vinegar, fish sauce, oil, and sugar in a bowl. Stir 
until the sugar has completely dissolved. Set 
aside. 

2. In a separate bowl, mix together the green 
mangoes, tomatoes, onions, and cilantro. 
Drizzle the salad with dressing and toss until 
well combined. 


Green Mango & 
Tomato Ensalada 

Ingredients: 

2 large green mangoes, julienned 
2 medium tomatoes, julienned 
V2 red onion, thinly sliced 
V2 bunch cilantro, coarsely chopped 
V2 cup vinegar 
6 tbsp. fish sauce 
2 tsp. oil 
2 tbsp. sugar 

freshly ground pepper, to taste 
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PLAYBOYCUCUMBERFIZZ: 

AN EXCITING SUMMER REFRESHMENT 


RECIPE BY CYR LOUIE FRIGILLANO 


For many, the best part of the week is the weekend, and the most 
preferred part of the weekend is the time when one has traded 
cola or coffee for several rounds of cocktails. While all sorts of fun 
things happen at the Playboy office, the same can be said for the 
local bunny brand. After all, work is simply more fun with a single 
hand to handling the keyboard while the other is firmly affixed to a 
cocktail of choice. 


Knowing this for a fact, one of the bartenders at Cove Manila, Cyr 
Louie Frigillano, decided to expand the list of recipes stashed in the 
vault of the Playboy office’s bar and lord over the democracy in alcohol 
choices by preparing a cocktail that melds the refreshing qualities of 
a smoothie with the grounded flavors of herbs and the exciting bite of 
vodka. ‘The Playboy Cucumber Fizz became an instant favorite in the 
office as it could in your home or house party. 


45 ml. Vodka 

20 ml. Lemon 

15 ml. Elder flower syrup 

15 ml. Sugar syrup 

30 ml. Cucumber extract 

(Mix all together) 

Top: 

30 ml Soda water 
Add: 

2-3 slices of cucumber 
inside cocktails 
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Gone Tomorrow 


Elegant, summer-ready drinks that won't get you hammered? Check 
out how four establishments are elevating the beer cocktail 

By MACKENZIE FEGAN PHOTOGRAPHY BY ERIC MEDSKER 


Beer purists, put down the pitchforks. Think 
of the concoctions featured here not as 
bastardizations of good beer but as flavor¬ 
ful, effervescent ways to lower the alcohol 
content so summer Fridays won’t lead to 
remorseful Saturdays. “Beer cocktails get 
a bad rap,” says Natasha David, proprietor 
of Nitecap in New York, “but you’re already 
doing something kind of naughty when you 
make a cocktail. I’m taking, say, whiskey a 
distiller has perfected and adding a bunch of 
shit to something that’s supposedly perfect 
as is. It’s the same with beer.” And much as 
a whiskey enthusiast might still enjoy an old 
fashioned, a craft-beer lover might appreciate 
a well-made shandy—like the Double Take 
that David serves at Nitecap. You’d be wise to 
multiply her recipe by 10 and have a pitcher 
on hand for your first summer barbecue. In 
David’s words, “This is a daytime drinking, 
out-on-the-porch-grilling, take-it-down-in-a- 
few-sips cocktail for sure.” Hop to it. 


BLACKBIRD 

With its millennial-pink head, Guinness and black 
currant is mostly an underage indulgence — un¬ 
til now. This version from L.A.’s Hearth & Hound 
concentrates the Guinness rather than the fruit 
juice. 

1 V2 oz. Irish whiskey 
V2 oz. Campari 
1 oz. fresh pineapple juice 
3 Aoz. fresh lime juice 
1 dash Angostura bitters 
% oz. Guinness reduction* 

Combine all ingredients in a shaker with ice. 
Shake for 10 seconds. Strain; pour into rocks 
glass over ice. 

•GUINNESS REDUCTION 
Pour a 14.9-ounce can of Guinness into a sauce¬ 
pan and heat until boiling. Lower heat and simmer 
until reduced by two thirds. Remove from heat. 
Stir in two-thirds cup brown sugar until dissolved. 
Let cool. 


ODE TO PICON 

Picon, a bitter orange liqueur, is not available 
in the U.S., but Petit Trois in Los Angeles has 
invented a stateside Picon biere tribute with just 
the right pairing of amaro and triple sec. 

V2 oz. Averna amaro 
V2 oz. Combier triple sec 
V2 oz. fresh lemon juice 
V* oz. simple syrup 
2 dashes Angostura orange bitters 
6 oz. Kronenbourg 

Combine all ingredients except beer in a high¬ 
ball glass. Add ice, top off with Kronenbourg, 
and garnish with an orange peel and a Luxardo 
cherry. 


TOKYO BODEGA 

Sunday in Brooklyn’s riff on the sake bomb 
doesn’t involve chopsticks or chanting, but the 
presentation is a stunner. 

i 3 A oz. junmai ginjo sake 
V2 oz. vanilla-bean simple syrup 
1 bar spoon St.-Germain Elderflower liqueur 
1 pony (7-ounce bottle) Miller High Life 

Combine all ingredients except beer in a glass 
beaker. Fill a rice bowl with pebble ice, garnish 
with a lemon wheel and a lime wheel, and place 
beaker on top of ice. Open beer bottle, then 
quickly shove it into ice upside down. Pour some 
of beaker contents over ice and sip with a straw, 
adding more to bowl as desired. 



DOUBLE TAKE ► 


Originally called a “shandygaff,” which 
sounds like British slang for something 
filthy, the shandy is traditionally made 
with lager or ale and fizzy lemonade. 
Nitecap adds a few enchanting accents. 

1V2 oz. Yola mezcal 
V2 oz. Cappelletti 
V2 oz. fresh lime juice 
V2 oz. fresh pineapple juice 
V2 oz. cane syrup 

(blend 2 parts cane sugar with 1 part 
water until granules dissolve) 

2 oz. Belgian wheat beer 

Combine all ingredients except beer in 
a shaker with ice. Shake for 10 seconds. 
Strain into an eight-ounce glass with 
no ice. Top with beer; garnish with a 
pineapple wedge. 
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V 


ESTABLISHMENT 



There are guilty pleasures, and there are pleasures that involve a hefty tomahawk 
pork chop salted to perfection, skin fried to an air-splitting crisp, served on a bed 
of hagoong and eggplant, and topped with julienned green mangoes , onions , bell 
peppers, and cilantro. 

At Chef Luigi Muhlach’s Lumu, the Binagoongang Tomahawk Bagnet is just the begin¬ 
ning of a menu filled with dishes that immediately assault the senses before giving way to a 
surprisingly balanced flavor profile. There’s a certain audacity apparent in the restaurant’s 
offerings as if the menu were devised by someone who cooked purely for his own pleasure 
and gambled on the fact that even the most highbrow gourmand couldn’t resist the allure 
of food so indulgent on its own flavor. And it’s a gamble that Lumu keeps winning. 



LUMU IS a welcome slap in the eace 

LUIGI MUHLACH’S LATEST VENTURE IS UN APOLOGETIC ALLY FLAVORFUL 

WORDS BY MARCO SUMAYAO PHOTOS BY OWEN REYES 


Take, for example, Muhlach’s version of Tortang 
Talong , the Tilipino classic that, in most cases, is essen¬ 
tially an eggplant smashed, dipped in egg, and fried until 
it vaguely resembles a fritter. At Lumu, however, the dish 
is cooked Spanish-style, with slices of eggplant and wa¬ 
tercress layered into a cast-iron skillet and drenched in 
egg—and, simply because Muhlach enjoys it this way, with 
a generous heaping ground of fatty longganisa wedged be¬ 
tween the vegetables, adding a richness and sweetness to 
the melange of flavors. 

Or, for instance, their Pares Cuapao , which sandwiches 
fatty (are you beginning to see a pattern here?) beef, stewed 
in a thickened sweet soy broth for what could only be hours 
because of its tenderness, between two halves of mantou 
and topped with a generous portion of ground peanuts. It’s 
the sort of thing one would come up with after a couple of 
drinks and a few semesters of culinary school; an elevation 
of beerhouse fare that is at the same time sando-and-shorts 
casual and gastropub-refined. 
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But perhaps the best example of Lumu’s in- 
your-face approach to dining is the dish that was 
previewed to this writer, a dish that one urges you to 
try immediately should it be available at the time this 
article is published: the Black Truffle Bulalo. 

The chef takes fatty (of course) cuts of beef, stews 
them in a bone-marrow broth until you can chew the 
meat with your tongue, and then slices them into 
bite-sized pieces. He then takes the beef-infused 
broth and thickens it into the gravy. The beef is lay¬ 
ered onto a sizzling plate with mushrooms and then 
doused with the gravy, the scent of meat and fat and 
salt and garlic filling the air as it bubbles. The dish 
is topped with full cloves of sweet roasted garlic and 
deep-fried shoestring potatoes, and then truffle oil is 
drizzled over everything, lending its unique richness 
to an already-decadent plate. 

The coups de gras , however, is the sliced beef 
bone sitting at the center of it all, its buttery marrow 
kept gelatinous by the heat of the plate, ready to be 
spread over the meat in a bite that invites you to melt 
along with it. 

Each of these dishes slaps you in the face with 
their flavors, tempered so beautifully with a spoonful 
of steaming hot white rice. And, as cheeky as it sounds, 
each intoxicating hit will leave you asking for more. 

Lumu is located on the 3rd floor of Greenbelt 3 and will have a 
second location at Resorts World Manila later in 2018. 
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Among adventure-craving millennials, solo travel is 
becoming the new way to break free. Unaccompanied 
excursions are up almost 10 percent since 2013, 
according to recent data from Millward Brown, and a 
Topdeck Travel survey reveals that nearly 30 percent 
of millennials traveled alone in 2016. Chalk it up to 
InstagranTs college-age travel bloggers stoking our 
impulse to seek out new horizons—and to platforms 
like Airbnb allowing us to act on that impulse without 
waiting for a friend to sign on. 

We asked 26-year-old professional wanderer 
Jack Morris, who quit his day job at 21 so he could 
focus on exploring the farthest corners of the world, 
to recommend some destinations that offer both 
breathtaking sights and other attractions uniquely 
suited to the solo traveler—from meditative hike’s. to 
private beaches. (With 2.4 million fhstagram followers 
and brands including Disney and Belkin:sliding into 
his DMs, Morris can be our travel guide any day.) Read 
on to find your solo summer adventure, be it a beach 
hang in Bali, a romp in the Rockies or something in 
between. r ' 




f 



GREEK ISLANDS 

Happy hopping 


For the best island-hopping, 1 recommend 
Greece. Santorini has iconic white buildings 
and a town called Oia that’s a popular sunset 
spot. Everyone thinks Ios is a party island— 
and it is—but it’s also a big place to explore; 
you can go cliff-jumping into crystal clear 
waters or take a scenic drive around the whole 
island. Mykonos is famous for its white-and- 
blue houses; you’ll feel like you’re on a movie 
set. If you want to check out a Greek island off 
the beaten path, try Zakynthos (pictured on 
opposite page). It’s an easy flight from Athens 
and should definitely be at the top of your list. 
In the north of Zakynthos you’ll find Navagio, 
otherwise known as Shipwreck Beach. Drive 
to the top of the cliff and walk around—it 
has one of the best views I’ve ever seen. But 
Milos, about 60 miles northwest of Santorini, 
is hands down my favorite Greek island. It’s 
quiet and peaceful, and you can tour aimlessly 
on a motorbike, discovering cool shit. 





Kenya Walk with the animals 

Keny$<was a uni'que and special experience for me-it was my first time "in a place 
filled witfi so many wild animals roaming through their natural habitkf. And it’s 
perfect for solo travel: Youffi never get tired of driving around not knowing what 
you’ll see next. Make sure to book a room at Nairobi’s* Giraffe Manor, a boutique 
hotel where your roommates are actual Rothschild giraffes. 



Montana Lakes for days 

This destination will be closer to home for most of you but no less amazing. When I 
worked with the Montana Office of Tourism, most nights I would drive into the Rockies 
to find the perfect spot to watch the sun go down. During the day, Glacier National 
Park’s Take McDonald (above), with its colored-stone lake bed and mountain views, is 
a must-see. The highlight of my time in Montana was a trek to Cracker Take—a huge, 
extremely blue (and beautiful) lake in the northern part of the state. 


SOUTH EAST ASIA 

Alone together 


Many people head to Southeast Asia on 
their own, so it’s a great place to meet like- 
minded travelers. Visitors often take in 
Thailand, Cambodia (below), Malaysia, Bali, 
Vietnam, Taos and Indonesia on a single 
adventure, but if you have to pick just one of 
those locations, make it Bali. I’m probably 
biased—I live there—but it really does have 
it all: amazing cafes, beaches, landscapes, 
culture and a carefree vibe to match. 
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MOROCCO 

Casablanca style 


I once drove through Morocco, which is 
mostly desert, in a battered old car that shook 
when 1 got it up to 50 miles per hour. I’d be 
driving through sandstorms or rain, and the 
windshield wipers would stop working. It was 
actually a lot of fun. I recommend starting in 
Marrakech and renting a car. Camping in 
the desert was the highlight of my Morocco 
trip—I bedded down outside my tent and 
fell asleep under a clear sky with seemingly 
infinite stars. About 350 miles north of 
Marrakech is Chefchaouen, also known as 
the Blue City, where you can check out blue- 
washed 15th-century buildings. Along the 
way don’t forget to stop in Casablanca for 
some Humphrey Bogart vibes. (Right: Ait 
Benhaddou, a Moroccan village and UNESCO 
World Heritage site.) 




Sri-Lanka Swings and stairs 

Em not a big hiker, but Adam’s Peak in Sri Lanka is incredible. It takes about four hours—up 
thousands of stone steps—to reach, but once there you’ll experience incredible mountain 
views. When I visited I watched 75-year-old women climbing all the way to the top to 
perform rituals. Sri Pada (“sacred footprint”), a six-foot rock formation at the summit, is 
believed by many to be the footprint of Buddha. If you’re looking for something closer to 
sea level, check out the rope swing over the ocean in Unawatuna (above), on the southern 
tip of the island. 


JORDAN 

A wonder of the world 

A lot of people have misconceptions about 
Jordan because it’s so close to Syria, but 
the country is safe and Jordanians are 
unbelievably friendly. You’ll meet a ton 
of people, but it’s best to make your own 
adventure. Visit Petra, Jordan’s famous 
archaeological site in the southwestern desert, 
at night. Its Siq (entrance) and Treasury are lit 
by hundreds of candles. Relax and listen to 
Bedouin music while enjoying the view of one 
of the seven wonders of the world. (Below: the 
desert valley of Wadi Rum.) 
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Tsarabanjina 

No shoes, no stress 


This island off the northern coast of 
Madagascar is paradise. Getting there from 
the States is expensive, but if you have a bit 
i of money and want to clear your mind, it’s 

the place for you. It’s also a barefoot island: 
The minute you get off the boat, you put your 
shoes in your bag. Constance Tsarabanjina, 
the small resort there, has a few luxuries but 
is kept very natural. The 25 villas are well 
spaced, so it’s private. You can walk around 
the entire island in about an hour. Definitely 
on the to-do list: snorkeling and diving. 
The water is the clearest blue and home to 
astounding wildlife and reefs. 

- ■ . .. • 



THE GEAR 
EVERY TRAVEL 
NERD NEEDS 


Trom Jack’s favorite camera 
to the best vessel for an 
outback aperitif, here are five 
indispensable items for your 
next off-the-cuff adventure. 




ALL-WEATHER ALL STAR 

Patagonia Houdini pullover 



SHOOT IT 

Canon EOS 5D Mark III 



TRAVEL COMPANION 

Homage to Catalonia 
by George Orwell 





DOUBLE THE UTILITY 

Victorinox’s Midnite 
Manager@ Work USB 
poket knife 
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MY GIRLFRIEND AND 
MY DESTFRIENDS? 


^ I've been dating this 
BqB ^girl for almost a year, 
^H^uGand I think she might 
be tne one. She's pushed me 
to become a better version 
of myself. Since I've met her, 
I've started to eat right and 
think more seriously about the future. 
If it weren't for her, I wouldn't 
have gotten a promotion last 
month! There's just one little 
kink in our relationship — she 
absolutely loathes my friends. 
She simply can't stand them. 
I've tried to ask her about it once, 
and all she said is that she thinks 
they're a bad influence on me. 
I'm not sure what she means, 
because these guys, whom 
I've known since high school, 
have had my back for years. 
They've stopped me from doing 
stupid and impulsive shit time and 
again. And apart from asking me 
whether I'm sure about u this 


one" (which they ask every 
time I get a girlfriend), they 
didn't seem to have a problem 
with her. I'd chalked it up to 
their personalities clashing 
and worked out a schedule 
to balance time between my 
friends and my girlfriend. It 
worked until she asked me to 
choose between her and my 
crew. I don't want to lose either 
of these relationships. What 
should I do? 


A First of all, I’d like to say that your first 
9 instinct—trying to find a balance 
• between the two relationships—was 
a very good one. No person can survive having 
only one type of relationship in their life. They 
need emotional connections that help them 
support and cultivate different aspects of their life. 
And let’s face it; you can’t expect just one person 
or one group to cover everything for you. You 
need broad circles or even separate circles for 
different things. 

Let me put it this way: your work friends, who 
help you process your feelings about stuff that 
happens in the office, aren’t necessarily the 
right people to talk to about endurance running 
hacks. Those conversations will probably 
be more productive if you have them with your 
runner friends, who you run 21k marathons 
with every other weekend. At the same time, 
either group may not be the right people for 
a serious heart-to-heart about your personal 
insecurities—you’re better off talking to people 
who’ve known you for a long time about that, 
like family or childhood friends. 

The long and short of it is this: not only is it 
not easy to say that one relationship is more im¬ 
portant than another, it’s probably not healthy to 
do that too. Each connection you have with other 
people (the ones that you maintain) serve one 
purpose or another for you. To say or imply that 
one relationship is more important than the rest 
is, quite frankly, unfair. 

Which brings us to the ultimatum (and it is 
an ultimatum) that your girlfriend threw at you. 

While it’s difficult to know what the 
whole story is, it’s pretty clear that she wants 
to be reassured that your relationship with her 
is the most important one in your life. The prob¬ 
ability of her being threatened by your con¬ 
tinued relationship with yourfriends, despite 


by ELEA ALMAZORA 


your efforts to make quality time for her too, 
is high. 

Her reasons for feeling this way may be 
simple or Crystal Maze-level complicated; 
either way, my advice would be to talk to her 
about it again. Try to pin down the specifics of 
why she doesn’t thinkyour friends are good for 
you, and why she thinks the only option is to 
cut all ties with them. 

If she gives you some specific and rea¬ 
sonable examples, acknowledge them and 
try to reassure her that you’ll be aware of 
those situations and talk to your friends 
about limiting them. What you should not 
do is promptly cut off ties with your friends. 
Instead, try to help your girlfriend understand 
why your friendships are important to you. 
Help her see that there can be compromises 
that won’t force you to give up an essential 
part of your life. 

If she can’t articulate her reasons for trying 
to end your friendships or tries to deflect the 
situation to justify the ultimatum, I’m afraid 
that’s a red flag. There’s a possibility that she 
wants to be the only influence in your life. 
There’s a chance that this is an attempt to 
control you by isolating you from other peo¬ 
ple. In which case, you have no choice—you’ll 
have to break it off with her. 

TL;DR - Always acknowledge what’s im- 
portantto you, and stick to it. It’s okay 
to find compromises, but never give up 
what truly matters. And if someone insists on 
forcing you to choose them over other things 
you care about, they might not have your best 
interests at heart. So be careful. □ 
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REALLY CHANGED 



BY BUBOI AREVALO 



By the time this comes out, Boracay would most probably be nearing the halfway point of the 
6-month closure ordered by President Rodrigo Duterte for its rehabilitation. The administration’s 
chest beaters would probably be touting the decision as an early success, especially since the De¬ 
partment of Environment and Natural Resources (DENR) have already bandied a soft opening a 

few weeks before the October deadline. 


A nd to an extent, they wouldn’t be wrong. For 
in fact, even before the midpoint of the rehab 
period, significant change had already come to the 
country’s crown jewel of an island tourist destination. 
The widening of the main road and the completion 
of the transport loop finally started, while the Tour¬ 
ism Infrastructure and Enterprise Zone Authority 
(TIEZA) began work on fixing up parts of the island¬ 
wide drainage. 

The majority of the establishments that lined the 
beachfront and the roads behind had already self- 
demolished their structures that stood where they 
shouldn’t have. Perhaps the owners saw that the au¬ 
thorities finally meant business, especially after some 
200 notices of violation—meaning orders that levied 
penalties and fines—were issued against establish¬ 
ments that did not have the proper permits or envi¬ 
ronmental compliance certificates. 

Some 28 buried pipes—26 of which discharged 
into the sea—were discovered throughout the beach. 
They were subsequently excavated with the help of 
some 100 army cadets from the 3rd Infantry Division 
stationed at nearby Hamindan, Antique. While major 


steps still had to be made about drainage and sewer¬ 
age, at least the actual cesspool that the President was 
supposedly shown had already been cleaned up. 

Somewhere along the way, the local government 
even mustered the will to crack down on gasoline- 
powered tricycles, to pave the way for quieter, more 
environmentally friendly e-trikes. The prospects of 
having a 24-7 party island that is also environment- 
friendly appears to be close in the offing. 

Boracay reportedly contributes around one fifth 
of the country’s tourism receipts. And for 2017, that 
meant the island alone earned P56 billion and ac¬ 
counted for up to 36,000 jobs. 

So after years of being the main magnet for foreign 
tourists’ money (not to mention their trash), a chance 
to let the island breathe and take a rest so that things 
could be fixed up was most welcome. Academics and 
activists have long called for it anyway. Change had 
finally come, one could presuppose, because of the 
closure. 

But then, naysayers readily pointed out the many 
stories of Boracay workers having to go back home to 
find work elsewhere. Or of the indigenous Ati people 


28 


JULY-AUGUST 2018 www.playboyph.com 






















“What used to be a party island had now been 
overrun by bulldozers, workers, and military men. 
And save for the actual residents, only those with 
huge government IDs were allowed to roam free in 
the formerly freewheeling place. “ 


being unsure about how they’re go¬ 
ing to pay for their next meal because 
they’ve since lost their livelihood. Or 
of the many who were displaced for 
having built their homes illegally on 
wetlands—but who nevertheless 
have contributed long to the vibran¬ 
cy and development of the island. Or 
of the business owners who insisted 
on having a long-term master plan 
for the rehabilitation but have yet to 
see anything definitive. 

What used to be a party island 
had now been overrun by bulldozers, 
workers, and military men. And save 
for the actual residents, only those 
with huge government IDs were al¬ 
lowed to roam free in the formerly 
freewheeling place. 

Then there was talk of Macau- 
based investors looking to build a 
huge casino complex. Suddenly, 
all the blabber about limiting the 
number of visitors and allowing the 
island to recuperate took on a differ¬ 
ent timbre and tone. It all sounded 
like cash registers ringing—and 
sadly, not for the people who would 
most benefit. 

A video then circulated on social 
media showing a mountain being 
flattened and a small forest being 
cleared at Barangay Yapak. The au¬ 
thorities were quick to point out that 
no such activities have been allowed 
since April. But the netizen-upload- 
er insisted that the video was taken 
well after the closure was enacted. 
According to on-site security guards 


who refused to be named in news re¬ 
ports, the area in question was being 
developed by a company owned by 
the family of a very powerful politi¬ 
cian. 

So if change had indeed come to 
Boracay, was it for the better? 

The latest—and perhaps most 
controversial—development was 
the President’s declaration that the 
island would be put up for distribu¬ 
tion under the country’s land reform 
program. 

The knee-jerk reaction of many 
was of disbelief. What farmland 
is there to distribute on the island 
best known for its tourism? Does 
the President even have the author¬ 
ity to do that? 

Apparently, he does—stemming 
from two presidential proclamations 
(one by President Ferdinand Marcos 
and another by President Gloria Ma- 
capagal-Arroyo), which was backed 
by a 2008 Supreme Court ruling. 

All this time it appears, save for 
the lands titled under the members 
of the Tirol clan, Boracay was wholly 
state-owned. Even long-time resi¬ 
dents only have tax declarations— 
not formal titles—on the lands 
where they live. 

But doesn’t that beg the ques¬ 
tion—how then were all the big re¬ 
sorts and hotel chains able to set up 
shop on the island all these years? 
What sort of deals had to be made 
so that exemptions, permits, and 
agency orders could be squeezed 


out for the massive developments to 
even break ground? Were any laws 
or rules and regulations broken in 
the process? 

In April, a few weeks before the 
island’s actual closure, the Depart¬ 
ment of Interior and Local Govern¬ 
ment (DILG) said that they were set 
to file administrative complaints 
at the Office of the Ombudsman 
against local officials for serious ne¬ 
glect of duty—with the main bone 
of contention being, “How were all 
these resorts able to secure building 
permits in the first place?” 

Some 868 hectares out of Bora- 
cay’s thousand are being eyed for 
distribution—to be parceled out in 
three phases according to the De¬ 
partment of Agrarian Reform (DAR). 

Naturally, some residents were 
wary—how else could one react to 
any government action these days? 
The country’s track record with land 
reform isn’t stellar, after all. 

In contrast, others were elated 
with the prospect of finally secur¬ 
ing land tenure. To them, Boracay 
should benefit those who are actu¬ 
ally from Boracay. 

Then the President comes out 
and says that the would-be landown¬ 
ers could very well sell their titles to 
big businesses and resorts—should 
they choose to do so. 

The question then is—has change 
really come to Boracay? 

□ 
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WORDS BY ADE MAGNAYE 


When you think of Filipino comfort 
food, chances are bulalo is high up on the list. 
This Batangas specialty dish is a constant in 
many a Filipino’s diets, and is perfect for cold 
and rainy days. Heck, some people even drive 
all the way to Tagaytay for some of the best bu¬ 
lalo. 

As for the rest of us who don’t want to brave 
the traffic just for a warm bowl, a quick drive to 
Mandaluyong, near the city hall, would suffice. 
Don’t let R & J Bulalohan’s kubo aesthetic and 
dingy appearance fool you. This is where you 
do your pilgrimage when you crave for some 
delicious clear beef broth outside of Tagay¬ 
tay, which pairs up like a symphony with the 
joint’s sisig. 

They’ve been around for almost two de¬ 


cades, serving bulalo and other specialties like 
tapsilog, pinakbet, lumpiang shanghai, fish es- 
cabeche, chicharon bulaklak and others. If that 
isn’t enough for you to commit to a gustatory 
life of sin, partner your bulalo with beer, pulu- 
tan, and a round of karaoke for an awesome 
night out. 

The specialty of the house is the “Bulalo Ng 
Mga Artista.” This famed variant lives up to its 
name as a quick glance at the framed photos 
on the walls will show you that indeed, celebri¬ 
ties do visit to have their famous bulalo. 

If you intend to eat at R & J, you have to 
move fast, as everyone in the area goes there 
for their bulalo fix. The place gets packed 
quickly for good reason, and you’ll be left with¬ 
out your comfort food for the day. 


R&J BULALOHAN 


e all have to start somewhere. Every successful person you see started 
out at the bottom, and with a combination of hard work and sheer luck, 
they all managed to climb the ladder all the way to the top. 

What about our favorite restaurants? While some establishments 
positioned to be the cream of the crop, conceived from the very start as a suc- 
s, not every single one has a glamorous origin. Here are some eateries that start- 
out as an obscure hole in the wall, eventually turning into the restaurants that 
love today. 
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TAPSINI VIVIAN 


Waking up with a hangover 
isn’t the most pleasant feeling 
in the world. There are a lot of 
scientifically-sound remedies to 
deal with it, but nothing beats 
having a plate of greasy beef 
tapa, fried rice, and fried egg. 
The humble tap silo g is a staple 
breakfast and/or post-drinking- 
binge meal, and nobody does it 
better than Tapsi Ni Vivian. 

The said food combination 
may be a no-brainer nowadays, 
and we have Vivian del Rosario 
to thank for that, as she claims 
to have coined the term “tap- 


silog” in the 1980’s when she 
opened Tapsi Ni Vivian’s first 
branch in Quezon City. 

Originally catering to driv¬ 
ers looking for cheap meals, 
the tapsilog has transcended 
all classes and is now a meal 
anyone can have when they’re 
hankering for cheap and greasy 
meals to cure a hangover or oth¬ 
erwise. 

As for Tapsi Ni Vivian? It 
has since expanded to another 
branch in Marikina, and is the 
first thing on anyone’s mind 
when looking for tapsilog. 


AYSEE 


MANG LARRY’S ISAWAN 


When it comes to sisig, Aling 
Lucing is the original, and well 
worth going to Angeles City for. But 
for us Metro Manila-dwelling peo¬ 
ple looking for that greasy, semi¬ 
tart, and savory pulutan to go with 
our beer, we need not go far to sati¬ 
ate our sisig cravings. 

Sure, sisig places are a 1 
dozen in the metro, but if you want 
one of the best, you better go to Pa¬ 
sig for Aysee. Consistently among 
the top choices of sisig when you’re 
the city, Aysee’s original bra 
a progressively gro 
owing, serving a crunctiy and 
buttery rendition of the sc 


tious beer match. It’s notab 
the modest place attracts 
from all walks of life, from pr 
sional basketball players to stu¬ 
dents, to Ortigas-based executives, 
to blue-collared workers who work 
nearby. 
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Until a few years back, no visit 
to UP Diliman would be complete 
without grabbing a stick - or ten - 
of isaw from Mang Larry’s Isawan. 
UP’s beloved food cart has been 
around since 1984, serving up to 
3,000 sticks of isaw a day. 

Lauro Condencido Jr started 
his venerable isaw stand in 1984 
with 40 pesos worth of chicken 
and pig innards. He never sought 
to make a food institution for sev¬ 
eral generations of UP students. 
Back then, he was a janitor who 
only wanted extra income. 

The business has boomed 
since then, as word got around 
that some of the best isaw and 
grilled fare in the area came from 
a modest stall inside the univer¬ 
sity. It has become a hit with stu¬ 
dents, the faculty, and even outsid¬ 


ers who wanted in on the popular 
skewers. 

Mang Larry now has six 
branches around Quezon City, en¬ 
suring that anyone who hankers 
for his legendary isaw has a piece 
of himself and his culinary gems 
nearby. 

The next time you go to any 
of these places, don’t just gobble 
down your fill and then leave. Take 
the time to appreciate how far 
these places have gone and how 
these restaurants have serviced 
several generations of hungry 
customers. After all, before any 
of them became the gastronomic 
powerhouses that they are today, 
their respective owners started 
with only a good idea and the for¬ 
titude to make that idea transcend 
to the tactile world. Q 











































Mediterranean 

Parisian goddess Elisa Meliani graces a Sicilian hillside castello 
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BY CELENE SAKURAKO 


W ith artists now moving further away from Manila’s usual crowded spots and 
taking on more muted areas like Escolta, the once lauded “Queen of Streets” is 
on a brink of a revival back to its glory days. Now known as an artists’ hub, with 
all the intriguing events and establishments in the area, we explore 10 of the 
places that caught our fancy, from bars and cafes to art galleries and artisan fairs. 

If you’re planning to swing by Escolta anytime soon, do yourself a favor and drop by any 
of these places. 










SATURDAYX FUTURE MARKET- 

Held every second Saturday of the month at HUB: Make 
Lab, Saturday x Future Market is a monthly themed pop-up 
fair curated by a group of artists under 98B COLLABoratory. 
Found here are one-of-a-kind handcrafted items by local arti¬ 
sans, as well as pre-loved thrifts from books to clothes that go 
as low as P10 per piece. The beauty in the market is that you 
get a different experience upon every visit. 


ESCOLTA BLOCK PARTY - 

At least once a year, Escolta St. is taken over by creatives 
of all kinds in the whole-day affair known as Escolta Block 
Party. Tent stalls selling a wide range of curiosities - from vi¬ 
nyl, art, and clothes, to delectable food and beverages - are 
propped up on the street while exhibitions and band perfor¬ 
mances are held at nearby art spaces. By the end of the night, 
the stalls come down and a swarm of partygoers can be seen 
dancing the night away. 


-ESCOLTA ICE CREAM & SNACKS 

Dessert parlor Escolta Ice Cream & Snacks might be 
quaint and small, but it is not one to be overlooked. Boasting 
30 flavors of ice cream in total, the canteen-reminiscent place 
is known for carrying hard-to-find flavors like durian, sesame, 
guyabano, and banana nut in various serving sizes, starting 
from a regular scoop up to a gallon. For those looking to ex¬ 
plore as many flavors as possible, the “Mount Everest” serv¬ 
ing affords you a grand total of nine scoops. That’s probably 
more than you can handle, but judging by the taste of their 
toothsome fare, we could be wrong. 
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Located on the ground floor of the Panpisco Building, proj¬ 
ect space PAH/// breathes new life to the old store front of the 
industrial equipment supplier Panpisco Sales Incorporated, as 
it has become a home to art by local and foreign experimen¬ 
tal artists. Often held here are groundbreaking art projects 
and art exhibitions that feature unconventional installations, 
typically punctuated by the likes of donated plants arranged 
throughout the activity area and shards of broken beer bot¬ 
tles. 


PAN/// 


Source: Ken Villanueva Facebook Page 
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-FRED’S REVOLUCION 

Much bigger and more laidback than its first branch in Cu- 
bao, First United Building’s resident beer haven, Fred’s Revo- 
lucion, is a fun chill bar that attracts drinkers when the sun 
goes down. Characterized by its torn-down grungy facade, 
which adds industrial appeal, the joint serves scintillating bar 
chow and a wide array of brews. Also, unlike some of the bars 
in the metro’s busiest districts, you won’t have to deal with 
rowdy crowds and extremely loud music when staying here. 
Fred’s weaves the perfect balance of mood and quality. 


-CALVO MUSEUM 

Situated on the second floor of the 1938 beaux-art Calvo 
building, Calvo Museum, better known as the “Escolta Mu¬ 
seum,” is a tiny two-room exhibition space that has kept arti¬ 
facts and historical pieces of Escolta from its heyday. Through 
memorabilia like old photos, newspapers and journals, visi¬ 
tors get a glimpse of scenic Old Manila. 

Also found in the museum is a collection of vintage bot¬ 
tles, including the Ginebra bottle from the 1920s that was de¬ 
signed by national artist Fernando Amorsolo. 


HUB: MAKE LAB 


Affording artisans, craftsmen and up-and-coming brands 
a space to put up pop-up stores, retail incubator HUB: Make 
Lab is the go-to place for shopping in Escolta. Resting on the 
ground floor of the First United Building, the place is home to 
promising independent fashion brands like Slaves of Liberty, 
Basic Commodity and Denuo. If you’re looking for a specific 
store, make sure to do a bit of research before dropping by as 
stalls are replaced on a three-month basis. 
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Source: Folk 1006 Facebook Page 


THE DEN 


Tucked behind the cluster of stalls that make up HUB: 
Make Lab, on the ground floor of First United Building, is 
vintage industrial coffee house The Den. A second home to 
creatives who enjoy good coffee and art, the establishment 
serves a rich brew that is pure delight for any coffee lover. 
The Den’s coffee beans are sourced from Kalsada - a group 
of artisanal coffee-enthusiasts who are all about helping out 
struggling local farmers - so not only does the coffee taste 
good, it also feels good to know that your favorite source of 
warmth supports the livelihoods of well-meaning folks. 


Source: The Den Facebook Page 


POLLAND HOPIACAFE 


Notable for being one of the first branches of the classic 
bakery, the neon-light lit Polland Hopia Cafe sits at the corner 
of Yuchengco and Escolta streets. Sold here are the famous 
thin-crust hopia stuffed with ube, as well as other favorites 
like unfried spring rolls, fresh lumpia, and jumbo siopao. After 
a whole day of strolling, stop for a quick snack at this kitschy 
old school cafe. □ 






FOLK 1006 


Quietly sitting at the entrance of HUB: Make Lab, Folk 
1006 is a one-stop shop for all your hairstyling and grooming 
needs. Named after the zip code of Escolta, the barbershop 
offers two types of cuts - the “Basic Cut” for P220 and “Folk 
Special” for P320. Its highly skilled barbers will keep you fresh 
and clean while customizing your hair to match the trendiest 
new hairdos. 
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DRAPED WITH A SHEER WHITE TEXTILE, PLAYMATE UNICA ROCES ENTERS THE SCENE 
WITH THE POISE OF A FAWN AND THE REGALITY OF AN EARTH GODDESS , TAKING HER 
RIGHTFUL PLACE AS THE CENTERPIECE OF AN ALREADY ASTOUNDING BACKDROP. 


A t the heart of a rainforest on the way to 
Lubang’s Hulagaan Falls, we stop to mar¬ 
vel at the rock formations daintily layered 
by nature on a serene stream. Draped with 
a sheer white textile, Playmate Unica Roces 
enters the scene with the poise of a fawn and the regality 
of an Earth goddess, taking her rightful place as the cen¬ 
terpiece of an already astounding backdrop. She is in her 
element whenever she gets to immerse herself in nature, 
and we are there to merely capture the spectacle that she 
has unknowingly yielded. 

“When I was being shot, I wasn’t pressuring myself to 
look extra appealing in front of the camera,” she says in 
Filipino, pertaining to her experience in Fubang, Occi- 
dential Mindoro. “Everything came to me naturally be¬ 
cause 1 love nature and what I do as a model.” 

Unica is no stranger to the Playboy camera, appearing 
in the January - February 2017 issue as its Asian Beauty. 
The stunner from Surigao admits that a lot has changed 
since then; she has grown into her own skin as a Playboy 
model and is willing to bare all without batting an eye¬ 
lash unlike the time when she first appeared within the 
magazine covers. 

“As a newcomer to Playboy back then, I was still shy 
and didn’t know the things that I’m now capable of do¬ 
ing. I experienced growth as a model and a person while 
working with the brand. Now that I’ve become a Play¬ 
mate, 1 am confident enough to appear on camera with¬ 
out any inhibitions.” 

As a testament to Unica’s professional growth, she 
bagged the award for Social Media Sweetheart during 
Playboy Philippines’ 10th anniversary party at Revel and 
has made a habit of posting appealing images on her so¬ 
cial media profiles. Her knack for travel and impressive 
fashion sense lend credence to the online persona that 
she has built over the past several months. 

She tells us, “I’m just lucky because I go out-of-town 
almost every month and the places I visit look marvel¬ 
ous. So, as someone who holds her online presence in 
high regard, I have my photos taken in beautiful places.” 

Aside from modeling, Unica keeps herself busy run¬ 
ning her clothing store in A.Venue, Sew Fovey, which al¬ 
ludes to her nickname “Fovey” and the French phrase 
cest la vie. The enterprising 24-year-old sells stylish 
swimwear, shoes, and fashion accessories, most of which 
modeled by her. And we all know the drawing power of a 
body with killer curves wearing sexy dresses and bikinis. 


“One time, people thought that the clothes I was wear¬ 
ing was for sale,” she narrates with a chuckle. “I ended 
up selling my entire wardrobe to them even though the 
clothes came from my closet, and not my store.” 

Confidence is a best worn perfume when it comes to 
Unica’s taste in men. She likes a guy who is one part bad 
boy, three parts adventurer, and zero parts arrogant, 
ideally accompanying her to an island getaway where 
they will snorkel, ride a kayak, and explore the lusher 
regions of intimacy. However, before she decides to be¬ 
come too intimate, her date has to tickle her inquisitive 
mind through conversation. 

“I like guys whom I can converse with,” she says. 
“That’s how I would know if a person has substance and 
if his personal beliefs are agreeable. If you’re trustwor¬ 
thy and I find comfort in your presence, I might like you.” 

Playmate Unica Roces has come a long way ever since 
her beginnings as an Asian Beauty. Now, there’s nothing 
stopping her from making it big in the modeling indus¬ 
try. This rose is in full bloom. 0 
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“Everything came to me naturally 
because I love nature and what I do 


as a model.’ 


























“When I was being shot, I wasn’t pressuring myself to look extra appealing infront of the camera. ” 
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 

ANTHONY BOURDA1N 


To say that Anthony Bourdain is someone who merely whips up amazing dishes and travels often is a huge disservice to the celebrity 
chef. The man has broken down borders by showing people through his books and TV programs that every culture around the world 
is special, and every person and food item has an interesting tale to tell, at one point calling the Philippine lechon “the best pig in the 
world” and declaring sisig as a dish that would “win the hearts and minds of the world.” We caught up with the culinary icon. 


It may be unprecedented for one of the hip- 
pest shows on TV to be devoted to food and 
travel, but Anthony Bourdain’s No Reserva¬ 
tions, the Travel Channel’s megahit, has a 
devoted following obsessed with the host’s 
“food and travel porn,”as he’s described it. 
Whether Bourdain is reporting from Cuba, 
Thailand, Japan or the Ozarks, he’s irrever¬ 
ent, irrepressible and irresistible. His trav¬ 
els take him from New York, where he ate 
cowboy rib eye with Bill Murray, to a pri¬ 
vate dinner in Nicaragua, where the menu 
included bull testicles. Bourdain is proudly 
anti-politically correct and opinionated. The 
New York Times called him an “acerbically 
funny raconteur and takedown artist who 
generates clouds of web traffic each time he 
eviscerates a bloated personality or calls out a 
restaurant for bogus tactics.” Acknowledging 
the colorful language that’s often bleeped on 
his show, The Boston Phoenix has said, “The 
things that come out of Anthony Bourdain’s 
mouth are frequently as bold as the things 
that go in.” 

Bourdain, who was born in New York 
and raised in New Jersey, attended the Cu¬ 
linary Institute of America before running 
the kitchen at such Manhattan restaurants 
as One Tifth Avenue, Sullivan’s and Brasse¬ 
rie Tes Halles, where he became known for 
his rustic Trench cooking. His life took a de¬ 
tour into what he describes as a harrowing 
cocaine and heroin addiction before he kicked 
drugs and began his career as a writer of best¬ 
selling books, including Kitchen Confidential: 
Adventures in the Culinary Underbelly, about 
his exploits as a chef, which led, in 2005, to No 
Reservations. These days the Travel Channel 
sometimes seems it could be renamed the 
Anthony Bourdain Channel— he’s a ubiq¬ 
uitous presence, with his shows often airing 
more than 20 hours a week. On certain days 
it’s possible to sit in front of the television and 
watch Bourdain from breakfast to dinner. The 
latest: a new Travel Channel series called The 
Tayover, which he describes as “faster, more 
democratic and more caffeinated than No 
Rez. But just as obnoxious.” 

Besides producing, hosting and writing 
his shows, Bourdain is also an occasional 
judge on Top Chef. He has written novels— 
he’s at work on a new crime novel—has co¬ 
written a soon-to-be-published graphic novel 
and is a regular writer for the 11BO series 
Treme. Bourdain, who is 55, is married to 
Ottavia Busia, whom he met on a blind date. 


Although he once said he’d be a “shit parent,” 
he dotes on his four-year-old daughter. 

To interview Bourdain, we sent Contrib¬ 
uting Editor David Sheff, who recently in¬ 
terviewed Congressman Barney Trank and 
MSNBC’s Tawrence O’Donnell for us, to New 
York City. “Bourdain lives up to his reputa¬ 
tion,” Sheff reports. “He’s charming and 
amusing and never shy about sharing his 
opinions of famous chefs, aphrodisiacs, poli¬ 
tics or the nation’s best barbecue. It’s the first 
interview I’ve done that caused me to laugh, 
inspired wanderlust and made me hungry.” 


PLAYBOY: You’re just back from Cuba and 
1 long Kong for a few days, and then you head 
to Naples and the Congo, which is a typical 
schedule for you lately. How often are you 
away from home? 

BOURDAIN: I travel about 220 days a year. 
PLAYBOY: Are you perpetually jet-lagged and 
burned out? 

BOURDAIN: I don’t get jet-lagged, and I look 
at long flights as an opportunity to sleep. I 
smell jet fuel, I pass out. It’s a Pav-lovian re¬ 
sponse. 

PLAYBOY: You’ve done shows from places 
such as Japan, Beirut and Egypt that have 
been in the news after natural disasters and 
upheavals. What has been your reaction? 
BOURDAIN: For me these places become 
about the people I meet. My first thoughts go 
to them. Japan is overwhelming. What can you 
say about it? I’m still trying to figure out what 
the fuck is going on in the Middle East. I don’t 
know that I’m smart enough to say anything 
intelligent about what’s going on over there, 
but listen, if Thomas Friedman can disappear 
up his own ass and not see daylight, what hope 
is there for me to understand it? Who knows 
who’s going to end up in power in Egypt or 
Libya or any of those places? We don’t know 
if the next asshole is going to be any better 
than the previous asshole, but at least it’s a new 
asshole. In Egypt we saw that most people’s 
diet was bread and some lentils, nothing else. 
We wanted to film diat, and our government 
handlers suddenly got very upset. What were 
they so frightened of? They wanted us to show 
the wealthy two percent who live spectacularly. 
PLAYBOY: Do foreign governments often try 
to control what you film? 

BOURDAIN: In some countries it becomes 
clear that our driver’s or translator’s day job 
is working for the secret police. It’s not a prob¬ 


lem, because at the end of the day I can come 
back to America and say whatever the fuck 
I want. I can say, “Look at these assholes.” 1 
come home from Romania and I’m free to say, 
“Look at the dog-and-pony show they put on 
for us.” So yeah, sometimes the government 
shows us what they want us to see, but some¬ 
times they take a chance; they trust us not to 
screw them. They go against their instincts and 
let a Western crew in. It can be harder when 
they let us do whatever we want. There’s a 
responsibility. We’ll go to a country that doesn’t 
have the kind of freedom of speech that we 
enjoy, where there are consequences for what 
you say, particularly about certain issues. A lot 
of nice people are open with us, are frank with 
us, both on camera and off. Afterward it’s easy 
for me to go back home and say what I think 
about Chinese policy on Tibet, but I have to 
think about all the people who were nice to 
me, who let me into their homes, who were 
openhearted and kind and helped us—people 
who may have hard questions to answer if we 
do a show critical of their country. I try to find 
away to balance that. It’s a constraint, but I’m 
not fucking Dan Rather. Presumably this is a 
food and travel show, but sometimes the el¬ 
ephant in the room is unavoidable. If you’re 
in Laos and your host is missing two limbs, 
it’s worth mentioning. “Hey, fella, how’d you 
lose those limbs?” 

PLAYBOY: Your host was missing two limbs? 
What happened? 

BOURDAIN: Thank you , America. So you state 
the fact that we dumped a hell of a lot of cluster 
bomblets into Laos on the way back to Saigon 
many years ago. One week I’ll get a lot of angry 
mail from couch Rambos on the right, and the 
next my brethren on the left are screaming 
bloody murder because I’m taking a sustained 
piss on Danny Ortega. 

PLAYBOY: What exactly happened when you 
tried to feed starving kids who’d gathered 
around your film shoot in Haiti? 
BOURDAIN: It turned to shit. 

PLAYBOY: It was reported that there was a 
mini riot—hungry children totally out of con¬ 
trol. 

BOURDAIN: What happened was something 
I would never in a million years have consid¬ 
ered. You make a feel-good gesture, like I’m 
going to feed these kids, and then it all turns 
to shit. 

PLAYBOY: Why did you decide to air it? 
BOURDAIN: What am I supposed to do, make 
myself all noble because I’m feeding these kids 
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and then cut away before the shit happens? I 
feel I have a contract with people who watch 
the show, so if a scene turns to shit like that 
and I pretend it didn’t happen, it’s grotesquely 
dishonest and a betrayal of everybody con¬ 
cerned. I don’t mind looking like an asshole 
on television or looking like an idiot if that was 
the reality of the situation. I’m not looking to 
makejackass, but by the same token, if things 
don’t work out for me or are uncomfortable, or 
what I thought was reality turns out to be the 
opposite, well, there it is. I mean, I’m vain— 
I’m just not that vain. 

PLAYBOY: If you found yourself in a situation 
like that again, how would you handle it? 
BOURDAIN: I’d probably make the same mis¬ 
take again. I’d try to do it better, though. At the 
end of the day, I’m trying to find a way to feed 
the kids. Who wouldn’t? 

PLAYBOY: You went to see Sean Penn in Haiti. 
You tweeted, “Don’t know what he’s like in L.A. 
In Haiti? Not a dick.” How did you end up with 
him on your show? 

BOURDAIN: I called him. [Penn has been do¬ 
ing relief work in Haiti since the earthquake.] 1 
said, “I’m going to be in Haiti. I want to come 
by.” We’re in a position now that we can do 
that, call up whoever we want, and some of 
them want to come on the show. We’re get¬ 
ting a little cocky over it. It started with the 
Bill Murray thing. 

PLAYBOY: How did he wind up on your show? 
BOURDAIN: My sidekick for a lunch dropped 
out, and the chef at the restaurant we were 
going to said, “Well, how about Bill Murray? 
Do you want him?” and I’m like, “Yeah, right.” 
The next day, Bill Murray’s there, and for the 
whole scene I’m sitting there thinking, I can’t 
believe Bill Murray’s on my show. Why is Bill 
Murray on my show? How is this happening? 
We reached a point where we suddenly real¬ 
ized the shockingly high number of people we 
worship and revere who actually like the show 
and might actually come on if we ask. 
PLAYBOY: Like Ted Nugent, who, given your 
liberal politics, seems like an odd choice. 
BOURDAIN: I like mixing it up, even with 
politics. What do I share with Ted Nugent? 
Barbecue and rock and roll, but I want differ¬ 
ent kinds of people on. I don’t have a lot of re¬ 
spect for people who preach to the converted. 
You know, it’s too fucking easy sitting up there 
with your smug-ass face and your fancy suit, 
saying, “Look at these idiot Tea Party people. 
They’re so stupid.” I don’t know about Bill 
Maher or Glenn Beck. I don’t think either of 
those assholes are coming out of their trailers, 
frankly. Why the fuck can’t I get along with Ted 
Nugent, eat some barbecue on a person-to- 
person basis? I’m not saying it’s the answer 


to world peace, but why not? I know he has a 
lot of views that I loathe, but I also know he’s a 
hardworking fucking rock-and-roller. We have 
things in common. He’s an ultraconservation¬ 
ist. Rock and roll. He’s a hard worker. But he 
does have an insane loathing of the Obamas 
that I consider ugly. We were on a radio show 
together talking about the Michelle Obama 
school lunch initiative. I said, “This is a mat¬ 
ter of military readiness and patriotism, Ted.” 
PLAYBOY: How is her campaign against child¬ 
hood obesity patriotic? 

BOURDAIN: We might need to draft these 
kids to fight off terrorists and invaders. Sarah 
Palin and all these others, are they arguing that 
one out of seven or two out of seven kids hav¬ 
ing type 2 diabetes within the next few years is 
a good thing? I fully support your right as an 
adult to eat yourself to death. I would greatly 
prefer that if you’re going to eat yourself to 
death, you enjoy yourself while doing it. But a 
morbidly obese kid? No, that is wrong. What 
happens when all those evil Canadians and 
Mexicans and A 1 Qaeda come pouring across 
the border and rape our families on our shag 
carpets right in front of us, and we’re too fat 
and unhealthy to do anything about it? 
PLAYBOY: How would you convert kids to eat 
healthier when McDonald’s is a normal dinner 
for many families? 

BOURDAIN: Id scare the living shit out of a kid. 
PLAYBOY: How would you scare them? 
BOURDAIN: Come on, Ronald McDonald’s a 
clown! He’s already scary. You don’t tell your 
kids to read Michael Pollan. They won’t. In¬ 
stead you lie. I’m not suggesting that one do 
this, because that could cause liability prob¬ 
lems, but what if, hypotheti-cally speaking, one 
were to suggest that Ronald was implicated in 
the disappearance and dismemberment of a 
number of small children? 

PLAYBOY: Do you acknowledge that many 
people like McDonald’s? 

BOURDAIN: I understand why people eat at 
McDonald’s. It’s convenient, it’s fast and it’s 
relatively cheap. Snobbery is not the way to 
convince people to stay away. It’s the food you 
need right now when you want it. You may hate 
yourself afterward, but you feel that way about 
crack, too. 

PLAYBOY: Will you ever eat a quick burger 
on the run? 

BOURDAIN: I’ll go to In-N-Out. They’re much 
better. Eric Schlosser writes about it in Fast 
Food Nation. I’m all for cheap burgers but not 
so cheap that you use outer parts of the carcass 
that have potentially been exposed to feces and 
other contaminants. No extremities. 
PLAYBOY: But you’re famous for eating ex¬ 
tremities—testicles and tails, for example. 


BOURDAIN: Not these. The New York Times 
said that some of these big meat producers use 
ammonia. I don’t want ammonia in my burg¬ 
ers. They use it because they are now using 
outer-exposed areas of the carcass that used 
to go to make cat food. 

PLAYBOY: And yet you’ll eat sheep testicles? 
BOURDAIN: Sheep testicles are good, though 
I don’t like beef testicles that much. 
PLAYBOY: Apparently you have also eaten 
seal eyeballs. 

BOURDAIN: Yeah, who wouldn’t? 
PLAYBOY: Many of us. It sounds creepy, even 
the texture. 

BOURDAIN: Compared to what, cottage 
cheese? What do you think cottage cheese looks 
like to a Thai? 

PLAYBOY: How’s iguana? You’ve said that 
when it isn’t skinned it’s like “gnawing on 
foreskin.” 

BOURDAIN: I’ve had really bad iguana, and 
I’ve had really pretty good iguana. 

PLAYBOY: Where do you the draw the line? 
What won’t you eat? 

BOURDAIN: The only thing I won’t eat is 
something that’s rotten. But sometimes you’ve 
got to take one for the chief. If someone’s serv¬ 
ing you something and they’re proud and 
they’ve worked to prepare it, to decline would 
be a worse offense. 

PLAYBOY: Do you get sick sometimes— ver¬ 
sions of turista? 

BOURDAIN: Two times on this show. That’s 
seven years. 

PLAYBOY: What made you ill? 

BOURDAIN: I was eating rotten, unhygienic 
food with people for whom sanitation was not 
a priority, or even something imaginable, but 
they were nice. Both times it was a tribal situ¬ 
ation. I’m not going to disrespect my host. It 
happened in Liberia and Namibia. 
PLAYBOY: On the other extreme, the upper 
classes in the Western world are eating finer 
and finer food—organic, local, sustainable. Do 
you support these trends? 

BOURDAIN: Those who can afford to make 
those decisions, great, but I’m definitely not 
going to get down on anybody who’s taking 
their family to the Colonel. A lot of neighbor¬ 
hoods don’t have good food. But sure, it’s great. 
The food can taste better. If something 1 didn’t 
care much about before, like a carrot, tastes 
particularly good, I tend to notice that and 
appreciate it, but it’s not giving me a boner. 
PLAYBOY: What do you remember as the best 
meals you’ve ever had—high end on one hand 
and street food on the other? 

BOURDAIN: The sushi dinner I had at Suki- 
yabashi Jiro in Tokyo was breathtaking. Sushi 
at Masa in New York. The difference between 


60 JULY-AUGUST 2018 www.playboyph.com 



V 


INTERVIEW 


high-end sushi—really good sushi—and just 
good sushi is interplanetary. For street food, 
pho in Saigon. 

PLAYBOY: Are you appalled by the trend toward 
packaged premade sushi in grocery stores? 
BOURDAIN: I’m not against it. When I grew 
up, a grilled slice of canned ham with a pine¬ 
apple ring and a maraschino cherry was state 
of the art, so all this new stuff is good. The 
more people who eat sushi, even utility sushi, 
the better. 

PLAYBOY: Let’s go back to hamburgers. 
What’s the best way to make them? 
BOURDAIN: I’d go to a butcher and tell him 
to grind up the shit I want. 

PLAYBOY: What cuts? 

BOURDAIN: A mix of maybe short rib, neck 
and maybe some aged rib. Then salt, pepper, 
that’s it. Grill it rare to medium rare, pull it off 
and let it rest a little bit, throw it on a damn 
bun, ketchup—done. 

PLAYBOY: Does grass-fed beef taste better 
than traditional corn fed? 

BOURDAIN: No. I’m glad we have the option, 
though. It’s a positive thing that you’re seeing 
these people raising free-range, hormone- 
free, entirely grass-fed beef. I’m glad they’re 
out there, but I prefer an animal that is free- 
range, grass-fed and then finished with some 
healthy feed without drugs. I like a fatty fuck¬ 
ing animal. 

PLAYBOY: Do you have any barbecuing se¬ 
crets? 

BOURDAIN: I wouldn’t make you barbecue. 
Or sushi. Those are disciplines in which 1 
would never presume to be an expert. It took 
me my whole life to get French bistro food 
right, and I enjoy making Italian food. I’m not 
so arrogant as to ever do barbecue, sushi or 
pho. 

PLAYBOY: What’s the best barbeque you’ve 
ever had? 

BOURDAIN: If I was looking for brisket, ribs, 
the burnt ends, Fd go to Oklahoma Joe’s in 
Kansas City. If I wanted a whole hog, I’d go to 
Mitchell’s in North Carolina. 

PLAYBOY: What advice can you give to a man 
who wants to impress a woman with his cook- 

ing? 

BOURDAIN: Learn how to cook a fucking 
omelet. I mean, what nicer thing can you do 
for somebody than make them breakfast? You 
look good doing it, and it’s a nice thing to do 
for somebody you just had sex with. I think 
it’s good for the world. It’s a good thing all 
around. It’s easy. If you’re a screaming, fuck¬ 
ing asshole a woman would regret sleeping 
with, then you will probably never be able to 
make an omelet. The way you make an omelet 
reveals your character. 


PLAYBOY: In your travels have you encoun¬ 
tered aphrodisiacal foods? 

BOURDAIN: No such thing exists. In Asia I 
can’t tell you how many times in my life they’ve 
said, “We have something very special for you,” 
accompanied by various embarrassing boner- 
signifying hand motions. No such thing exists. 
PLAYBOY: What things have been passed off 
to you as aphrodisiacs? 

BOURDAIN: Anything wriggling, anything 
with a dick or balls, parts of endangered spe¬ 
cies, animals still alive. Like you’re supposed 
to get some towering hard-on right away, go 
home and impregnate whoever falls into your 
path. But it’s all a myth. 

PLAYBOY: What do you have against vegetar¬ 
ians? 

BOURDAIN: They make for bad travelers and 
bad guests. The notion that before you even set 

“I travel 22c days 
a year, I don’t get 
jet-lagged , and I 
look at longflights 
as an opportunity 
to sleep. I smell 
jet fuel, I pass out. 
It’s a Pavlovian 
response.” 

out to go to Thailand, you say, “I’m not inter¬ 
ested,” or you’re unwilling to try things that 
people take so personally and are so proud 
of and so generous with, I don’t understand 
that, and I think it’s rude. You’re at Grandma’s 
house, you eat what Grandma serves you. 
PLAYBOY: Apparently you have a special 
loathing for vegans. 

BOURDAIN: 1 don’t have any understand¬ 
ing of it. Being a vegan is a first-world phe¬ 
nomenon, completely self-indulgent. 
PLAYBOY: In restaurants, if you don’t like a 
dish, do you send it back? 

BOURDAIN: Never. I’ll still tip 20 percent and 
I’ll be polite, but I won’t come back. 
PLAYBOY: There’s a controversy about foie 
gras, which is often made with livers of geese 
that have been force-fed. Should it be banned? 
BOURDAIN: I’ll say this on foie gras: I don’t 
know any chef who would buy the kind of 


foie gras that is produced the way they show 
in those PETA films. No restaurant I know of 
would buy the product of a stressed-out, ter¬ 
rified, abused goose or duck. That equals bad 
foie gras. But it’s a straw-man issue to start 
with, because every duck and goose raised for 
foie gras in this country, at least that I know 
of, lives a far more luxurious, happier, bet¬ 
ter life than any chicken ever killed for the 
Colonel or Popeye’s, as the PETA people well 
know. They’re picking on foie gras because it’s 
French, it’s expensive, most people haven’t 
had it and it looks ugly in the scary films they 
show. It’s a French thing, and you know those 
French.... 

PLAYBOY: Do you eat shark fin or fish that 
are endangered? 

BOURDAIN: I won’t eat shark fin. Well, if I 
find myself at a Chinese banquet where I’m 
the guest of honor, and it is served to me by a 
proud Chinese host, okay, I’ll soldier along and 
I’ll eat. But it’s incredibly cruel. It’s wasteful. 
They cut the fins off and throw the shark back 
in. And yeah, I respect those chef friends of 
mine who have decided they’re going to serve 
only sustainable fish. There are only so many 
fish in the sea. 

PLAYBOY: What wines do you drink? 
BOURDAIN: I don’t care about big and expen¬ 
sive wines anymore. I like rough trade when 
it comes to wine—whatever the local wine is. 
PLAYBOY: What if you’re in a high-end res¬ 
taurant in New York? What do you order? 
BOURDAIN: I like Cotes du Rhone. But gener¬ 
ally the wines that give me the most pleasure 
these days are young, inexpensive and local. I 
don’t care if you’re talking Paris, I’m not a wine 
snob. I don’t care if it’s $2 or $2,000. I’m happy. 
PLAYBOY: Beer? 

BOURDAIN: The same with beer. I mean, 
major American beers taste like piss. Usually 
I’m not a craft-beer guy. I get a lot of shit from 
viewers who are like, “I saw you drinking a 
Fleineken.” It’s perfectly good beer. It’s not 
the best beer in the world by a fucking long 
shot, but there are better things to do in this 
world than be a beer nerd. There are some 
craft brewers I really, really admire, though. I 
think the Dogfish Flead guys are doing God’s 
work. But even if I usually don’t drink it, I ad¬ 
mire somebody who drinks shitty beer. If you 
can sit there drinking a pitcher of Bud Light all 
day and be happy, you know what? I’m happy 
for you. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think about the highly 
caffeinated and alcoholic drinks like Four Loko 
that have landed some kids in the hospital? 
BOURDAIN: Caffeine and liquor together? 
What’s the fucking problem here? Unless you 
put teddy bears on the front and say it’s for 
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fast and it’s relatively cheap. 
It’s the food you need right now 
when you want it. You may hate 
yourself afterward, but you feel 
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kids, what’s the problem? Kids shouldn’t be 
drinking this shit in the first place. I’ll drink 
my Red Bull and my vodka in separate glasses. 
Is that the problem? It’s not an issue I care 
about, honestly, but it’s an indicator of how 
politically incorrect and how stupid we are that 
idiots drink this shit in the first place. 
PLAYBOY: Do you like Red Bull? 
BOLIRDAIN: It tastes like warm urine, but 1 
drink it regularly. If I’m doing a public speak¬ 
ing gig and I’ve been going from city to city 
and I’m exhausted and I want to get fucked 
up enough to sort of feel a little casual and 
comfortable, back in my dressing room I’ll 
alternate between Red Bulls and beer, trying 
to find that perfect zone. 

PLAYBOY: Is that combination your buzz of 
choice these days? 

BOURDAIN: Yeah. Well, I’ll smoke weed when 
I’m on the road. 

PLAYBOY: Why only on the road? 
BOURDAIN: When I’m in New York, I’m a 
dad. I’m with my daughter, or I have to be 
available for her, and I want to keep an active 
brain. If somebody suddenly calls up and says, 
“Your daughter needs you,” and I’m in a posi¬ 
tion to do something about it, I’m not going to 
be, like, “Oh, dude, wow, what do 1 do?” If I’m 
sitting in the Empty Quarter of the Arabian 
Desert, though, and it’s two in the morning, 
we’ve finished shooting with a tribe of bed¬ 
ouins and my crew and I want to stagger up 
a dune and smoke some hash and look at the 
moon, that’s a nice thing. Who is it hurting? 
PLAYBOY: Do you use any other drugs? 
BOURDAIN: I ’ve kind of burned all my bridg¬ 
es there. I can’t do heroin. I like it, but I can’t 
do it. I’m an addict and there’s no fucking way. 
PLAYBOY: According to many experts on addic¬ 
tion, addicts can’t smoke pot or drink, but you do. 
BOURDAIN: Yeah, well, they say you can’t. 
PLAYBOY: But you can? What makes you dif¬ 
ferent? 

BOURDAIN: Vanity. Vanity and self-regard. 
PLAYBOY: But vanity and self-regard won’t 
do it for most addicts. If they drink or smoke, 
they’re likely to relapse. 

BOLIRDAIN: I had a long and extraordinarily 
painful relationship with heroin and, following 
that, methadone. Elaving physically kicked it, 1 
would greatly prefer not to have to go through 
that again. When I remember the good times 
and the good feelings on heroin, sure, but 
when I think about the bad, it hurts and I don’t 
ever want to go through that again. I’m clear 
about it. Same with cocaine. Elonestly, it’s not 
a day-to-day struggle. No. It’s fucking bad. I 
don’t want to do it again. It was humiliating; it 
brought me low. Some people make personal 
decisions; others don’t think they deserve to 


get well. Just about everybody I know who got 
out of dope went into 12-step programs and 
now don’t do anything. That is the way it works 
for most people, just about everybody. 
PLAYBOY: 1 low bad did it get for you? 
BOURDAIN: I had a lifelong relationship with 
cocaine starting when I was like 13, 14 years 
old. My whole life was about, Let’s get some 
coke. Who’s got the coke? Do I have enough 
coke? When I was fucking done with it, I was 
done with it. Same with heroin. 

PLAYBOY: Did you stop using because you 
were arrested or were taken to an emergency 
room? 

BOURDAIN: Oh, I’ve been arrested. 
PLAYBOY: Did that stop you from using? 
BOURDAIN: I finally stopped because it’s 
fucking embarrassing. Like I said, self-regard. 

“I don’t care about 
big and expensive 
wines anymore. I like 
rough trade when it 
comes to wine. I’m 
not a wine snob. I 
don’t care if it’s $2 or 
$2,ccc. I’m happy.” 

It’s fucking humiliating. And I didn’t have any 
money. I was whining and whining and beg¬ 
ging and lying to people. I look at some people 
who are still doing it, who have been smoking 
base for 30 years. I don’t know how they still 
do it. I reached a point where I thought, This 
is horrible. I’m not saying it’s any particular 
strength of character or anything like that. I’m 
definitely not saying that. This notion that I’m 
so fucking tough and such a badass that I can 
kick dope without a 12-step program— that’s 
not what I’m saying. I don’t hold myself up 
as an example or an advocate or as anybody, 
okay? I made my choices. I’ve made fucking 
mistakes. I made it through whatever conflu¬ 
ence of weird, unique-to-me circumstances— 
I’m not going to tell anybody how to live, how 
to get well or any of that shit. 

PLAYBOY: You mentioned that you want to 
stay sober for your daughter. A while back, 
before you had a child, you said you’d make a 
shitty parent. What changed? 

BOURDAIN: I remember the precise moment 
it changed. I was living in a crummy walk-up 


apartment in New York, above Manganaro’s 
Elero Boy, and I’d met this woman who’s now 
my wife— a woman like me, who came out of 
the restaurant business. We were lying in bed 
spooning, as I recall, and for the first time in 
my life I thought, Not only would I like to make 
a baby with this woman, but I’m up to the job. 
I could actually be a good father. I thought, I’m 
at that point in my life for the first time, and 
I think it would be a beautiful thing to have a 
baby with this woman. I’ve finally grown up 
enough to be a good dad. And I’ve loved ev¬ 
erything about it. I loved living with a pregnant 
woman. This was something 1 never would 
have understood before, not having done it; 
it just didn’t sound good. I loved it. I miss it. I 
loved the entire process, loved every minute of 
fatherhood, all of it, every fucking second. It’s 
very hard leaving, hard being away. 
PLAYBOY: Where did you meet your wife? 
BOURDAIN: It was my first and only blind 
date. She was general manager of a restaurant 
and was insanely busy. I was traveling all the 
time. We’re both type-Apersonalities. The last 
thing on our minds was getting involved in a 
serious relationship, but six months later we 
were already talking about having a child. 
PLAYBOY: Do you cook for your daughter? 
What do you make for her? 

BOURDAIN: My wife does most of the cook¬ 
ing for our daughter. She eats organic food 
for the most part, to whatever extent we can 
provide it, because we can afford it. She likes 
pasta and butter and grilled cheese and hot 
dogs and mashed potatoes, but she’ll eat out 
of her zone. She’s an ordinary kid who every 
once in a while surprises us by eating a raw 
oyster. She also spends a lot of time in Italy. 
Mom’s Italian, so what we have on our table is 
often very different from what ordinary fami¬ 
lies have. She eats anchovies, capers, olives 
and pecorino, and she knows pro-sciutto cotto 
and prosciutto crudo. 

PLAYBOY: Elow about when you were a child? 
What did your parents make for you? 
BOURDAIN: It was not just 1950s food—you 
know, mac and cheese and frozen dinners. My 
mom also had a small repertoire of dishes, 
mostly out of Craig Claiborne or Julia Child, 
that she did very, very well. For company 
she had a tight repertoire of credible French 
dishes. 

PLAYBOY: Was it a special occasion for your 
family to go to a restaurant? 

BOURDAIN: No, fairly common. Or we’d or¬ 
der in. First I was in New York, but I grew up 
in New Jersey. What was New York-New Jersey 
food? It was Chinese, Italian or deli, and every 
few weeks to go into New York City to try some¬ 
thing, like a Chinese place, a smorgasbord. 
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PLAYBOY: How would you characterize your 
childhood? 

BOURDAIN: I was born in Columbia-Pres- 
byterian in New York, then whisked off imme¬ 
diately to a little bedroom community in Leo- 
nia, New Jersey. For the first couple of years we 
lived in an unimpressive house, then moved 
across the street to a much nicer 
one. I was something of a read¬ 
ing prodigy. I grew up in a house 
full of music and books. I was a 
shy, awkward, terribly insecure 
kid who overcompen-sated. I 
learned early on that the baddest, 
most dangerous, reckless kid 
who seemed sure of himself got 
the good things in life. I suddenly 
portrayed myself as the baddest, 
most reckless and most sure of 
himself. Clearly not giving a fuck 
or pretending to not give a fuck 
was a successful strategy to gain 
popularity and girls, and that was 
my act, honestly. 

PLAYBOY: Did it work? 

BOURDAIN: Yeah. You get the 
things you think you want. 

PLAYBOY: What was your first 
restaurant job? 

BOURDAIN: It was a dishwash¬ 
ing job in a crappy vacation, sea¬ 
sonal fish house on Cape Cod. It 
was okay to get fucked up in the 
kitchen. We all did. In restaurants 
from when I started, we were all 
working for cocaine, essentially 
through the 1970s, 1980s and well 
into the 1990s. It was the way the 
restaurant business worked. In 
the 1990s things changed. 

PLAYBOY: What caused the 
change? 

BOURDAIN: I think it was when 
working in restaurants got a 
prestige about it, when chefs 
started to be noticed, when 
people in the restaurant busi¬ 
ness started to get wind of the fact that, Wow, 
I might actually have a fucking future in this. I 
might make some money. I might have health 
insurance someday. I might get some respect. 
So it changed. 

PLAYBOY: And the era of celebrity chefs be¬ 
gan. What has been the impact? 

BOURDAIN: The better chefs feel about them¬ 
selves, the more hopeful they are about their 
future, the better they do, the better we all eat, 
the better we all live. It’s all good. I say that 
for selfish reasons, and I say that because I 
believe it. 


PLAYBOY: Is the elevation of chefs to movie- 
star status a passing phase? 

BOURDAIN: I hope not. Actually we’re just 
catching up to the French. Over there peo¬ 
ple know who’s cooking for them, and they 
pay attention. In America we haven’t done it, 
but we are now. We should. Who better than 


chefs? Food is important in our lives, even at 
its silliest. 

PLAYBOY: What s an example of silly? 
BOURDAIN: At some point you saw a lot of 
excessive behavior, like a giant plate with a 
tiny little fan of poached chicken breast in the 
middle of a slice of kiwi. 

PLAYBOY: Are there recent food trends that 
have gone bad? 

BOURDAIN: Marcel Vigneron on Top Chef is 
talented, but he kind of lost the plot. I think 
molecular gastronomy—I hate to use the term 
because nobody who does it will call it that— 


has gone over the top. Not all the people who 
admire Ferran Adria, Grant Achatz or Wylie 
Dufresne—people who were impressed by 
them, blown away by them or are trying to 
emulate them— are as talented as those guys, 
and they’re going to make silly food. 
PLAYBOY: What’s it like being a judge on Top 
Chef. 

BOURDAIN: It’s fun. I love hang¬ 
ing around with Tom Colicchio. 
He’s a serious guy, so I view it as 
a challenge to crack him up on 
camera, to see his Mount Rush- 
more composure crumple. Un¬ 
like similar shows, the level of 
competition on Top Chef is high. 
The judges take their jobs seri¬ 
ously. I sure don’t do it for the 
money, because they’re cheap 
as fuck. 

PLAYBOY: How difficult is the 
competition for the contestants? 
BOURDAIN: What’s asked of 
these guys is really hard. It’s 
emotionally difficult. You’re cut 
off from friends and family for 
weeks. You’re asked to do things 
that chefs would never do. I don’t 
know if I could do it if I was asked 
to make a 10-course meal out of 
a fucking vending machine. Also, 
the competition itself is bru¬ 
tal. It doesn’t matter if you’re a 
great chef or not; whoever’s food 
sucked the most that week goes 
home. 

PLAYBOY: What about other ce¬ 
lebrity chefs? What do you think 
of Emeril Lagasse? 

BOURDAIN: As I’ve said to him 
many times, “I hated your show, 
dude.” I made my career making 
fun of the poor bastard. I miss 
him now. He has good restau¬ 
rants and is a good chef, but the 
stuff he made on TV was ridicu¬ 
lous. 

PLAYBOY: Do you like Bobby Flay? 
BOURDAIN: A gain, an accomplished restau¬ 
rateur. But I don’t understand why these guys 
would make this candy-colored sort of crowd¬ 
pleasing television. Why would they compro¬ 
mise themselves so much? 

PLAYBOY: Some people might accuse you of 
that. 

BOURDAIN: Fine, you know. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think of Wolfgang 
Puck? 

BOURDAIN: Fisten, I’m not eating in his shit¬ 
ty pizza restaurants. I think it’s bullshit, and it 
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breaks my heart to see him on QVC or what¬ 
ever, but the fact is he paid his dues. He’s an 
important guy. It’s an Orson Welles thing: He 
made Citizen Kane, so it doesn’t matter what 
he does after that. If Wolfgang Puck wants 
to open crappy pizzerias in airports all over 
America, that’s fucking fine. Wolfgang was a 
guy who changed things for chefs. You don’t 
have to be on TV—everybody knew who Wolf¬ 
gang was. It was about the chef now. Marco 
Pierre White in England was another one. It 
was the first time you opened a cookbook and 
the chef looked like you did—long scraggly 
hair, sunken cheeks, prison camp rings under 
the eyes, smoking a cigarette in the kitchen. 
Chefs and cooks saw that and said, “Wow, I 
don’t have to be a fat Frenchman to be a great 
chef. There’s room for me in this world.” 
PLAYBOY: Is Mario Batali a good chef? 
BOURDAIN: He’s a monster of rock and roll. 
He’s done everything right from the begin¬ 
ning. Mario’s managed to balance making 
a lot of money, opening a lot of restaurants, 
world domination and his personal happiness 
and quality of life in a remarkable way. He’s 
the smartest chef there is. There is no chef 
smarter or funnier or faster. 

PLAYBOY: What do you have to say to food 
critics? 

BOURDAIN: Some do a good job or at least 
try hard to do a good job. I appreciate that one 
administration after another at The New York 
Times has continued to have critics who are 
serious and who write well, whether I agree 
with them or not. I think there is a certain in¬ 
tegrity to a Times restaurant review. 
PLAYBOY: Apparently you feel differently 
about GQ’s reviewer, Alan Richman. 
BOURDAIN: For Richman and me it’s per¬ 
sonal. He wrote an article about New Orleans 
that I found offensive, and I nominated him, 
jokingly, for a ridiculous fake award, Douche 
Bag of the Year. He took offense and reviewed 
my former restaurant without mentioning our 
previous history. He called it, like, the worst 
restaurant in the history of the world. So my 
problem with him is personal. He’s a good 
writer, and to the best of my knowledge, to 
his credit, he’s not bent. I don’t know of anyone 
who’s ever suggested he is corrupt. But I don’t 
like the son of a bitch. 

PLAYBOY: Do other reviewers use their posi¬ 
tions for personal gain? 

BOURDAIN: I would just ask John Mariani, 
the reviewer at Esquire , a simple question: 
Have you ever received a free meal, services, 
vacations or other things of value from the 
subjects of your reviews? If so, please list 
them. That’s all I fucking ask, just an honest 
question. 


PLAYBOY: You’re suggesting that you know 
the answer. 

BOURDAIN: I’m asking the question because 
I’ve lived in this world a long time. I have a lot 
of friends. I have reason to believe that the 
answer would not portray him in a positive 
way. I’m not suggesting or asking anything that 
everybody I know in the restaurant business 
and everybody I know in the food-writing com¬ 
munity doesn’t fucking know. 

PLAYBOY: Now, because of the internet, ev¬ 
erybody is a critic. You go online—on Yelp, for 
example—and people praise or rip into chefs 
or restaurants, and they’re anonymous. Does 
it bother you? 

BOURDAIN: What are you going to do? 
PLAYBOY: Could it be a good thing, because 
it keeps restaurants on their toes? 
BOURDAIN: R doesn’t matter what I think, 
because it’s there. The barbarians are over the 

“W ho knows who’s 
going to end up in 
power in Egypt or 
Libya or any of those 
places? We don’t 
know if the next 
asshole is going to be 
any better than the 
previous asshole , but 
it’s a new asshole” 

gates. They’re in the house. We’re overrun. 
Embrace it. To do otherwise is like complain¬ 
ing about cable television, saying, “It’ll never 
last.” Or the electric guitar: “This’ll never catch 
on.” We read differently now. You’re looking at 
a big bathroom wall with a lot of stuff written 
on it, and people are smart enough and fast 
enough and reading and speaking a new lan¬ 
guage that allows them to pull from that wall 
and all those opinions—many of them valid, 
some not—a consensus. 

PLAYBOY: Overall, how have Americans’ 
tastes changed? 

BOURDAIN: Everything continues to change. 
The sea change began with sushi. It was a real 
high watermark when Americans started eat¬ 
ing sushi. R was a river crossing, because we 
were eating something that was traditionally 
loathsome to Americans—I mean, eating raw 
fish. Sushi was a leap of faith, a real tectonic 
shift in what your customers were willing to 


do. Only a few years earlier, if you cooked a 
piece of tuna medium rare, people would have 
fucking freaked on you. If you tried to serve 
them octopus, no way. Since then, food’s got¬ 
ten to be a bigger deal, and there are more 
and more choices, at least if you have money. 
PLAYBOY: What accounts for the change? 
BOURDAIN: Maybe a decline in filmmaking 
and other forms of entertainment. When 1 
grew up, in the Mad Men period, you’d go to 
a movie, then you’d go out to dinner and talk 
about the movie you just saw and the movie 
you were about to see. Now you just go to din¬ 
ner. You talk about the dinner you had last 
week and the dinner you’re going to have next 
week while you’re eating this dinner. You’re 
sure as hell not talking about the movie, be¬ 
cause it sucks. 

PLAYBOY: Does TV suck? We ’re asking some¬ 
one who now writes for the HBO show Treme. 
BOURDAIN: I think some of the best writing 
out there right now is on television. Justified , 
Episodes , Californication , Treme. It’s fucking 
awesome. 

PLAYBOY: How did you get involved as a 
writer on Treme? 

BOURDAIN: The show’s creator, David Si¬ 
mon, called me up. Thank you, Jesus. It’s been 
the most satisfying professional experience of 
my life. Dude, I’m working with David Simon! 
It’s the greatest. It’s fun. I’ve never done any¬ 
thing like it before. I’m honored to be at the 
same writers’ table as David Simon and the 
people he works with. R is the greatest honor 
of my professional career. R was the greatest 
joy. It is the most fun Eve ever had writing. 
PLAYBOY: How about other writing? Are you 
writing new books? 

BOURDAIN: Next is a crime novel. R’s going 
to take place on a Caribbean island where dis¬ 
placed, exiled New Yorkers do bad things to 
one another. R’s a love story with peripheral 
violence, probably extravagant violence. 
PLAYBOY: With No Reservations and The 
Layover , traveling and writing for those shows, 
writing graphic and crime novels, and being a 
father, are you sometimes overwhelmed? 
BOURDAIN: I ’m at the point in my fife where 
I’m doing only those things that are fun and 
interesting. If it isn’t fun and interesting, I’m 
walking away from it. I’ve found myself in a 
position where I’m able to do cool things with 
cool people and make enough money. Unlike 
heroin, which feels good now and feels bad 
later, this feels good now, and when I wake up 
tomorrow and look in the mirror I’m going 
to say, “Dude, I’m working with interesting 
people, making things, however long they 
last, and feeling pretty good about it.” R’s 
fucking fun. □ 
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MANSI MONTH 

LUIGIMUHLACH 


BY MARCO SUMAYAO 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY AJ JOSE 

Chef Luigi Muhlach keeps it real, in person and on the plate. 


P rofiles of famous chefs usually 
go one of two ways: either they’re 
tales of some hoity-toity prod¬ 
igy, able to whip up gourmet spreads 
from conception; or they’re uncom¬ 
promising looks at mavericks toiling 
in militaristic kitchen environments, 
faced with the reality that culinary 
excellence is earned in sweat and vul¬ 
garities. 

Luigi Muhlach’s story begins with 
missing cans of Spam and burnt 
steaks. 

“I used to eat canned food all the 
time. ALL the time,” he shares. “Even 
if there was real food on the table, I 
wanted my Spam. I wanted that sort of 
thing, full of preservatives and all that. 
So my mom hid all the cans from me.” 

“So sometimes, I’d come home 
from a night out, drunk—and because 
I’m drunk, of course my mind goes 
straight to the canned food. Since it 
wasn’t around, I had to get the meat 
from the freezer; whatever was there 
was good enough. What else was I sup¬ 
posed to do? I was drunk, I was hun¬ 
gry, and I wasn’t working back then, 
so I didn’t have money to order out. 
That’s when I learned to cook.” 

At this point, Luigi—a mountain of 
a man with a personality to go with his 
size — starts chuckling, continuing his 
story in a mix of English and Tagalog. 

“I usually cooked steak. It’s the 
easiest thing. I mean, it doesn’t re¬ 
ally need much preparation, right? No 
need to boil anything or whatever. Just 
thaw it out, add salt and pepper, and 
cook it. I just didn’t know how to cook 
at the time, so I always ended up burn¬ 
ing the steaks. One time, the exhaust 
in our kitchen stopped working, and 
so the whole house ended up in smoke 
at 3:00AM!” 

“My mom woke up and was like, 'Lu¬ 
igi, what the fuck?! It’s fucking 3AM! 
What the fuck are you doing?!’ I was 
just like, 'Well, if you had just brought 
the Spam out, we wouldn’t be having 


this problem!”’ 

It was an inauspicious start to a 
life that would slowly come to revolve 
around food. 

After high school, Luigi bounced 
aimlessly from course to course, 
opting for quicker degrees because, 
quite honestly, education wasn’t re¬ 
ally a focus of his. He took a six-month 
course at a culinary school for three 
years, never really taking it seriously 
until his father decided to show him a 
little tough love and stop funding his 
studies. That was the wake-up call he 
needed to actually attend his classes 
and make something meaningful of it. 

It was his love of food that kept him 
going from being a lowly fruit-and- 
veg peeler, to a prize-winning food 
market vendor, to founding Lumu, a 
restaurant lauded by critics for its el¬ 
evation of Filipino beerhouse fare. All 
throughout, one thing stayed con¬ 
sistent: Luigi just plain cooked the 
food he liked, whether it be his popu¬ 
lar Phillychangas (a deep-fried hybrid 
between Philly cheesesteaks and chi- 
michangas) or Lumu’s Seafood Lover’s 
Palabok, a sinful plate of noodles 
doused in a sauce made with crab fat 
and pureed shrimp heads, topped with 
deep-fried softshell crabs and other 
assorted seafood. 

“All the seafood on our palabok is 
deep-fried,” he’s quick to remind us. 

If that sounds outrageous to you, it’s 
only because few restaurants so un¬ 
abashedly display their chef’s person¬ 
ality on the menu as Lumu does. 

“I hate healthy food. I want my food 
to be rich,” he says, at a point in our 
conversation where we’ve agreed 
to use rich as a euphemism for un¬ 
healthy. “I want it with a lot of fat, a 
lot of flavor. That’s just how I am. I 
love chicharon. I love crab fat. I love 
chicken skin. I love beef with lots of 
fat. I love butter. I mean, that’s what 
it’s all about, isn’t it? Honestly, what’s 
tastier: salmon or lechon kawali? If 


you’re being real, it’s lechon kawali!” 

It’s no wonder, then, that Lumu of¬ 
fers deliciously excessive dishes like 
dinuguan noodles topped with hand¬ 
crafted dinuguan sausages, a fried ver¬ 
sion of the ubiquitous halo-halo, and a 
version of tokwa’t baboy that eschews 
traditional cuts of pork in favor of 
cholesterol- and flavor-rich bulaklak 
(ruffled fat). 

While many chefs keep these 
almost-ridiculous indulgences to 
themselves, Luigi is all too proud to 
offer them to a hungry (often drunk) 
public. There is zero pretense on the 
plate, just the way he likes it. 

“This is me. I’m a little low-brow. 
I’m not the fancy type. I’m honestly 
not that deep, even. I’m just cook¬ 
ing my food. I just make what I think 
tastes good, and that’s that.” 

It’s a completely refreshing take on 
a dining industry that’s been inun¬ 
dated as of late with menu items 
that needlessly tell some elaborate 
story with each bite, and with restau¬ 
rants that focus more on crafting ex¬ 
periences than on serving good food. 

And for all the superfluity that 
Luigi’s dishes seem to have on paper, 
there’s a skilled hand at work making 
sure that all that fat, salt, and flavor 
come together to create well-balanced 
food that feels like a luxury to eat, yet 
absolutely approachable. Each dish 
bears not only the fingerprint of the 
chef that made it, but also the very es¬ 
sence of his love for food. 

Not that these flowery words do jus¬ 
tice to the chef himself. When asked 
what his favorite thing to cook at home 
was, after all these years of growth in 
an industry that’s taught him so much, 
his answer was this: 

“Spam. It’s still Spam. It’s the best. 
Spam for life.” 

Some things never change. And 
in the case of Luigi Muhlach, they’d 
better not. Not when he’s making food 
this damn good. □ 
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I'm honestly not that deep, even. 
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ASIAN BEAUTY 

IN THE HEAT 

OF THE DANCE 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY AJ JOSE 
WORDS BY PAUL WENCESLAO 
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Motion is something that Asian Beauty Michelle Nacario typically 
works with. Upon boldly stripping off her inhibitions on camera, the 
beaches ofLubang became her dancefloor. 



MAKE UP BY MAYALMAZAN 

HAIR AND FASHION STYLING BY OLIE PABUSTAN 
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G race in motion is the precept that 
Asian Beauty Michelle Nacario has 
been adhering to even before she 
decided to become a Playboy model. 
As a competitive dancer, the doe-eyed prin¬ 
cess relegates every scenario as an arena for 
her nimble frame to take on a graceful visage 
to underscore what her audience would define 
as sentient beauty. And she certainly demon¬ 
strated such in front of the camera. 

Posing for photos may come naturally for 
Michelle given her predisposition to graceful 
movements, but she identifies herself more 
as a dancer than a model. And rightfully so, 
she has competed in local dancesport com¬ 
petitions, and has represented the country in 
international ones like Hip Hop International 
and World of Dance. She has also joined the 
likes of Kim Chiu and the Pinoy Big Brother 
housemates on stage as a TV dancer. 

“I train regularly so I could always perform 
at a high level,” she cheerfully bares. “I join 
workshops to further enhance my skills and 
watch dance videos on YouTube to get updated 
with new techniques and see if I can further 
improve my routines and the routines of my 
dance group.” 

Michelle manages a group called Chief- 
rockas, in which she is also a part of, that has 
earned a glowing reputation in the local un¬ 
derground dance scene, so much so that they 
often get booked to perform at several bars in 
Quezon City. She has high hopes for the group 
and believes that they can capture even more 
success due to the sheer skill and dedication 
that they possess for their craft. 

“I have a lot of dreams for my dance group,” 
she declares. “I want to help them grow fur¬ 
ther as a unit. Our goal is to compete in inter¬ 


national competitions and secure more oppor¬ 
tunities in the local dance scene.” 

So why did such an accomplished dancer 
decide to enter the world of modeling and ap¬ 
pear in Playboy? 

“After dancing like a guy for such a long 
time and being the lone female member of my 
group, I’ve become too boyish and I’ve seem¬ 
ingly lost touch of my feminine side. I’ve 
started getting jealous of my friends when 
they wear pretty dresses. Appearing in Play¬ 
boy is my way of proving to myself that I can 
be as feminine and sexy as any of the ladies I 
admire.” 

Shedding off her clothes, remarkably, wasn’t 
much of a problem, especially for someone who 
is making her professional debut as a model. 
Aside from projecting an empowered feminine 
image in photos, she views the whole experi¬ 
ence as an exercise in expressing art, as if the 
beaches of Lubang, Occidental Mindoro are an 
extension of the dance floor where grace in 
movement is the primary currency. 

“A woman’s sexiness is defined by the way 
she carries herself,” she opines. “We are all 
different and we look different. Regardless of 
your appearance, if you carry yourself with 
grace and confidence, people will treat you 
with respect.” 

And confidence is a trait that Michelle has 
in spades. She has gotten far in life at the 
young age of 26 by boldly pursuing her dreams 
and barging through all challenges. Now 
you’re loo-king at an individual who owns her 
own dance studio and a couple of properties 
in Cebu, a seasoneji dancer who manages her 
own group, anthan up-and-coming model who 
is about to break more ground. She could rule 
the world one day. □ 
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ERWAN 

HEUSSAFF 

From concocting inventive recipes to being a fitness inspiration and aspiration 
to many, food and fitness maven Erivan Heussaffhas made it a mission to 
showcase the near-limitless possibilities with which Filipino cuisine can be 
prepared and served. As a testament to his dedication to advancing the local food 
scene, his website and YouTube channel have become primary sources for unique, 
easy-to-prepare meals while his restaurants are big hits with the public. The 
French-FUipino content creator shares with us a slice of his “sometimes healthy, 
sometimes fatty, always happy” lifestyle. 


BY PAUL WENCESLAO 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY OWEN REYES 


Q1. What was the last thing you ate? 
HEUSSAFF: Oh my god, this might 
sound so boring [laughs]. But it’s black rice, 
grilled chicken, and sweet potatoes. That’s 
it. The sweet potatoes are steamed; the 
black rice is boiled, and the chicken is just 
grilled in some salt. 

Q2. How do you come up with your reci¬ 
pes? You have at least a dozen on your web¬ 
site and YouTube account. 

HEUSSAFF: People that are online are 
not necessarily looking for a brand new 
recipe. They’re looking for a fast, quick fix 
kind of recipe or something nice to watch. 
Most of the time, I’m just doing a varia¬ 
tion of something. I don’t consider myself 
a chef at all, so my recipes are quick, easy 
recipes. And that’s what I’ve always advo¬ 
cated, which is really simple eating when 
you’re cooking for yourself. More and more 


now, I’m focusing towards putting proper 
recipes together to try to make an authentic 
dish. So I learn different steps for it, break¬ 
ing it down, trying to piece things together 
and understanding what makes a good 
dish, breaking it down into elements and 
how to properly prepare all those different 
elements. 

Q3. The dishes that you prepare look really 
appetizing. Where can people try them? 
HEUSSAFF: They can’t. Nowhere, 

[laughs] And that’s the beauty of it. I’ve 
always told people that you have to cook 
for yourself at home. I never just say cook 
healthy food. Sometimes the food 1 make 
is completely unhealthy. At least when you 
make it, you know “Wow, I put that much 
sugar in there.” And when you eat it, you eat 
it sparingly and you’ll eat it as a treat rather 
than binge. I feel like in our culture, in our 


generation today, [people believe that] what 
you don’t see won’t affect you. It’s a very vi¬ 
sual culture, right? 

Q4. What stirred your interest in culinary 
arts? 

HEUSSAFF: I’m not a chef at all in any 
respect. I just enjoyed cooking at a very 
young age. So when I was eight-years-old, 
I just started making food and then I just 
fell in love with it. So I started doing all the 
family dinners and the Christmas dinners 
for friends and family. Really getting into it, 
I started plating my food and stuff like that; 
just like any young kid who really gets into 
something. That, for me, is food. That kind 
of, like, evolved into something else when 
I started trying to lose weight. I found the 
relationship between eating good food and 
eating healthy food. 

Q5- You lost a lot of weight previously. 
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What were the steps that you took to slim 
down? 

HEUSSAFF: One, we’re eating too much 
as a people. So not a restriction, just eating 
consciously in terms of eating slowly, chew¬ 
ing, and going like, “Oh, I’m full. I’m good. I 
don’t need to eat more.” That was my number 
one takeaway. Number two takeaway was to 
eat as close to the natural product as pos¬ 
sible. So all the books actually were saying 
that. So basically, they 
are just advocating eat¬ 
ing less processed food. 

Processed not in the 
sense that Coca-Cola is 
processed. Processed 
in the sense that how 
many processes does it 
go through before you 
can actually ingest it. 

Q6. In losing weight , 
was it more for health 
reasons rather than 
aesthetic reasons? 

HEUSSAFF: In the 
beginning, I felt heavy. 

And it would be dis¬ 
honest to say there 
weren’t any aesthetic 
goals there either. I just 
felt really heavy. I felt 
unhappy. 1 like to talk 
about mental health 
a lot too and me be¬ 
ing heavy messed with 
my brain a lot as well. 

You feel inadequate; 
you feel like you’re 
not yourself because 
1 wasn’t always that 
heavy. So yeah, there 
were aesthetic pur¬ 
poses there. So when I 
lost weight, not only did 
1 feel good, but I gained 
my confidence back as 
well. 

Q7. Do you have room 
for junk food? It's fun to 
munch on chips while 
tuned in to Netflix or 
something. 

HEUSSAFF: I do, I 

do. And I eat them as a 
reward. I eat ice cream 
once a week. I’ll eat a piece of cake when I feel 
like it. I eat a piece of chocolate when 1 feel 
like it. I’d rather have really good ice cream 
or cake than a bag of chips. I’m not much of a 
TV binger. I eat the most after workouts. 

Q8. Why do you think a lot of people are hav¬ 
ing trouble losing weight? 

HEUSSAFF: I have a very unpopular view 


on weight loss. Unless you have medical 
problems that inhibit you from losing weight, 
that’s a completely different conversation. 
But if you are a naturally functioning human 
being, even though you have a slow metab¬ 
olism or whatnot, I think weight loss is the 
easiest thing simply because it only requires 
one thing and that’s discipline. Everyone 
knows that when they’re eating something 
bad, they’re eating something bad.’ 


Q9- Among all your creations , and you've 
posted a lot of them , which do you consider 
as a favorite? 

HEUSSAFF: I don’t necessarily have a fa¬ 
vorite thing. Every year, I kinda change what 
1 do and everything. Since I’m not really a 
chef, I’m not attached to any of the dishes 
that I create. I can’t claim any of the dishes 


1 made as “Well, this is Erwan” because it’s 
always me figuring a dish that’s already out 
there. I personally love cooking Vietnamese 
food. That’s like one of my favorite things to 
do. I don’t post much about it, but I like cook¬ 
ing it for myself. 

Q10. Do you eat the food that you post on¬ 
line? 

HEUSSAFF: Yeah. Well, each time we 
shoot like that’s our lunch and our dinner. 

Me and the crew I’m 
working with that 
day. If I posted the 
recipes I eat at home, 
people would not 
want me to post those 
recipes. They’re just 
so simple. I’m happy 
with boiled chicken, 
rice, and broccoli. No 
sauces or anything. 
I’ve come to under¬ 
stand food as suste¬ 
nance and I have re¬ 
ally good meals from 
time to time, and I 
see those as things 
that I deserve. 

Q11. By the way , is 
there any sibling ri¬ 
valry? All of you are 
so talented. 
HEUSSAFF: Not 
really. My eldest sis¬ 
ter is in Singapore. 
She’s a digital mer¬ 
chandiser. She’s ex¬ 
tremely good at what 
she does, so she 
works for a big cos¬ 
metics group there. 
And Solenn’s Solenn. 
She’s super multital¬ 
ented. I personally 
think Solenn’s true 
calling is as an artist. 
When she’s painting, 
she’s super happy. I 
don’t know if you’ve 
seen her paintings, 
but her paintings 
are amazing. When 
people see them, 
they really like them 
and they want to buy 
them, so it means she has something strong 
going for her there. In terms of what we do 
that’s slightly common, she does it on TV; I 
do it on digital. It’s very different. 

Q12. Have you ever thought of entering the 
industry of your wife , Anne Curtis? 
HEUSSAFF: When I moved back, ev¬ 
eryone was like, “Oh, you should be an ar- 
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I PREPARE MY STUFF BASED ON FLAVOR, 
BASED ON HOW I THINK IT SHOULD 
TASTE LIKE, NOT BASED ON HOW PEOPLE 
WANT IT TO LOOK LIKE OR WHAT IT 
NEEDS TO BE. 


tista.” I know I’m halfway. I feel 1 could 
dance, [laughs] A lot of times, I feel like 
I’ve toed the line. Sometimes because I do 
digital work, which nowadays is somewhat 
blurred. It’s showbiz work as well. I guess I 
draw the line in I don’t do things that I don’t 
do. As simple as that. I’m never gonna act. I 
stick with what my skill set is and what I’ve 
always done in the past and what my indus¬ 
try is. I’ve seen that world and I don’t think 
it’s for me just because I don’t own the skill 
sets for being there. 

Q13. Any changes brought about by the 
married life? 

HEUSSAFF: She has taught me to be a 
bit more tempered, and not react too cra¬ 
zily to things, and in being a bit, I guess, 
softer with my words rather than 100% ex¬ 
treme honesty. She has built over the last 
20 years, like, full professionalism and how 
to survive in the industry, how to navi¬ 
gate it properly, and, you know, she has so 
much experience in that. There is a time 
to be 100% honest and there’s a time to be 
professional. Sometimes those two things 
aren’t the same. 

Q14. You've had your share of online 
spats. What can you say about those? 
HEUSSAFF: The way I look at it is maybe 
people just don’t like hearing things where 
they might recognize themselves. People 
are affected most of the time, I feel because 
they feel like I’m talking about them even 
though I’m talking to millions of people. 
They feel like I’m attacking them purpose¬ 
fully because what I’m saying hits a certain 
truth to them. I get a lot of hate online be¬ 
cause I say things that piss people off. Actu¬ 
ally when Erwan says “The only thing be¬ 
tween me and being healthy is myself,” it’s 
just so much easier to call me an asshole 
instead of doing that. 

Q15. How do you deal with people who 
love to throw shade online? 

HEUSSAFF: Me two years ago would 
constantly fight people. Then you realize 
that because of the short attention span 
of people nowadays, you’ll never win that 
fight. It takes one tweet just to set it off, 
right? They tweet about it. That tweet gets 
retweeted thousands of times, right? You 


eventually convince that person and then 
they tweet about it three days later, but that 
tweet gets retweeted three times. And then, 
he will get lost in that conversation. And 
you’re like, “Where did it actually start?” 
It’s like having a fight with your girlfriend 
where at the end of the day, you’re looking 
at it and like “Why are we fighting?” And 
that’s what the digital world is like. 

Q16. Are you a beer type of guy, whisky, 
or cocktails? 

HEUSSAFF: I like cocktails. But there’s, 
like, a whole spectrum of drinks. It could 
be a really good whisky. It could be a sim¬ 
ple cocktail. It could be a very complicated 
cocktail. It’s not that I’m a certain guy. I just 
have certain days. Tike today’s a beer day 
and I’ll have a good beer, then tomorrow’s 
whisky day. I always have a bunch of stuff. 
I play around [with alcohol often] because I 
do a lot of R&D for the cocktail bars as well. 
Q1 7. Filipino food has been gaining popu¬ 
larity in other parts of the world. 

What do you think are its areas 
of improvement for it to take off 
like Japanese, Thai, and Korean 
cuisine? 

HEUSSAFF: You should re¬ 
ally prepare [Tilipino cuisine] 
like you would any restaurant 
dish, and that’s with the pro¬ 
cess, techniques, and proper 
presentation. And that’s any 
restaurant in the world. Those 
are the basics; serving quality 
food in a very hygienic, present¬ 
able, and appetizing way. 

Q18. What's the main differ¬ 
ence between your dishes and 
the dishes that they take inspi- 
rationfrom? 

HEUSSAFF: I prepare my 
stuff based on flavor, based on 
how I think it should taste like, 
not based on how people want 
it to look like or what it needs 
to be. My favorite adobo is a 
white adobo without soy sauce, 
cooked in milk and vinegar, 
which is what they do in Mind¬ 
anao. You go to any restaurant 


[in Metro Manila] and you won’t find a white 
adobo, but it’s a very traditional way of cook¬ 
ing it down South. But when you taste it, re¬ 
gardless of who you are, you taste chicken, you 
taste the vinegar. So you can associate it, but it 
doesn’t necessarily need to be it. 

Q19- Which restaurants around the metro 
would you recommend to our readers? 
HEUSSAFF: I have my go-to restaurants. 
I love Chef Bruce Ricketts’ Ta Chinesca in 
Paranaque. I feel it’s the best Mexican [res¬ 
taurant] we have in the Philippines. It’s re¬ 
ally good. I go to Wildflour a lot because I am 
friends with the guys there and they always 
have extremely consistent food, which is re¬ 
ally nice. Mecha Uma in BGC is nice. You have 
Panaderya and Toyo in Karrivin [Plaza], which 
are great as well. I think Manam for Tilipino 
food is quite tasty. 

Q20. You're French-Filipino. Tike with most 
Europeans, do you follow the World Cup? 
HEUSSAFF: Yes. I don’t think Trance will 
win. There’s a Tilipino [Alphonse Areola] in 
the Trench team by the way. He’s in the na¬ 
tional team. Maybe Spain will win? I feel like 
they have the experience and I think that’s so 
important in the World Cup because when you 
take any World Cup team and you make them 
play any Premier Teague top tier team, the 
Premier Teague top tier team will kick their 
ass. It’s because of the experience of playing 
together. A lot of the Spanish players play in 
Spain. A lot of Trench players, unfortunately, 
play in the UK. □ 









PLAYMATE 























































































U nderneath the blue skies of Lubang, Occidental 
Mindoro, a scorch much hotter than the 
Philippine sun burns in Miss August, April 
Season. With a mass of unruly dark curls, she 
offers a sizzling gaze guaranteed to incinerate 
men where they stand. True to her playful and spritely 
personality, the adventurous stunner dares you to come 
closer as she nets you in a web of her many charms. 

The willowy siren first began posing for print back in 2012, 
at the tender age of 17. Due to her piercing good looks, it 
comes as little surprise that April has captured the attention 
of photographers the world over, ensuring a growing career 
in the cutthroat modeling industry. No stranger to the world 
of sexy photo shoots, the 24-year-old has already graced the 
pages of many international magazines, a remarkable feat for 


one who considers being photographed a hobby rather than a 
job. Yet still, with so many accomplishments on her belt, the 
go-getter doesn’t plan on taking a break anytime soon. 

“Aside from modeling, I plan on putting up a floating 
restaurant in Mindoro,” says April, determinedly. “I hope to 
break ground by next year, if possible.” You can rest assured, 
though, that this spread wo n’t be the last we see of Miss Season. 
“I still plan on continuing my modeling. It is something I am 
deeply passionate about. I can be a model and businessman. 
I can do both at the same time. I can have it all.” Indeed, with 
such relentless dedication, we can see that she can. 

It’s easy to tell that for April, commitment and perseverance 
are two of the traits she values both in herself and in other 
people. When asked what she finds sexy in women, she 
confidently says, “Because I’m proud of my achievements, I 
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admire women who work hard; a woman who is ambitious, 
self-reliant, and has diskarte. Physical beauty alone is a hard- 
thing to rely on.” This assuredly extends to what she finds 
attractive in romantic partners, as well. “It is much sexier 
when you have a survivor’s instinct and a nose for opportunity. 
Paving your own way is so important.” 

Despite her fiery persona, April extols the virtues of the 
laidback island lifestyle. “People think that because I’m from 
Mindoro, that I love the mountains, but I’m really a water child 
at heart,” she enthuses. 

She goes on to add that “There is something so calming 
about the sea, and it’s a place where you can find peace, be 
one with nature, and just be naked - both emotionally and 
physically.” She further relates this to people and her ideal 
date. “There is a kind of patience and understanding in the 


seaside that I value in people as well, especially given my 
career choices. It requires patience to understand what comes 
with the territory.” 

And it is a territory that April presides over with stunning 
command. This shoot perfectly encapsulates what it’s like to 
work with Miss Season and her assured and deliberate style, 
as she takes into consideration the direction of the wind, 
the movements of her hair and clothing, and how her every 
posture melds with the kinks of a paradise-like backdrop.. 

She gamely explains her dedication to her craft as she sings 
praises for her Playboy experience. “This is my most daring 
shoot to date, yet I felt so comfortable,” she muses. “It’s great 
to work with people who are so collaborative and let me 
express what I thought would be best for the shoot.” Well, Miss 
Season, we can assure you that the pleasure was all ours. □ 
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"THERE IS SOMETHING SO CALMING ABOUT THE SEA, AND IT'S A PLACE WHERE YOU CAN FIND PEACE, BE ONE 
WITH NATURE, AND JUST BE NAKED - BOTH EMOTIONALLY AND PHYSICALLY." 
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OUR E&VORTTE FILIPINO 
RESTAURANTS 


IN METRO MANILA 


words by IDA SALANGSANG 


OVER THE PAST COUPLE OF YEARS, FILIPINO CUISINE HAS GONE ON TO GAIN POPULARITY IN DIFFERENTS 
PARTS OF THE GLOBE AND HAS BEEN TOUTED AS “THE NEXT BIG THING” IN THE INTERNATIONAL FOOD SCENE, 

WITH MORE AND MORE ESTABLISHMENTS THAT SERVE LOCAL FARE, LIKE SENOR SISIG IN SAN FRANCISCO AND 
MAHARLIKA IN NEW YORK CITY, PENETRATING THE GLOBAL MARKET. DISHES LIKE SISIG, FRIED CHICKEN, PORK 
BARBECUE, AND CRISPY PATA ARE FAST RECEIVING THE ACCLAIM THATTHEY DESERVE OUTSIDE THE PHILIPPINES. 
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In the country, on the other hand, there are restaurants that have set the stage for their international counterparts to shine 
by producing gustatory marvels that have been deemed as the definitive variants of the aforementioned dishes . As the rest of the 
world proclaims its love for Filipinofood , we, at Playboy Philippines, have taken it upon ourselves to recognize the homegrown 
restaurants and eateries that produce some of the best versions of barbecue, sisig, crispy pataand fried chicken in Metro Manila. 


CRISPY PATA 


(?) SENTRO 1771 . 

Sentro 1771 ’s Boneless Crispy Trotter is a study in contrast. 
The restaurant delivers the satisfying crunch its name prom¬ 
ises while simultaneously serving up juicy morsels of tasty 
porcine flesh tender enough to rival the softness of pulled- 
pork. Sentro’s meat packs a flavorful and scrumptious punch, 
so much so that it can be enjoyed on its own. Tike with fried 
chicken, diners are known to save the best bits for last — the 
perfectly crispy skin. 


(2) LIVESTOCK 

Though Tivestock Restaurant and Bar along Sergeant Es- 
guerra Avenue in Quezon City is one of the newer restau¬ 
rants in this line-up, the establishment’s house special is 
so sinfully good that regular diners turn into loyal patrons 
even before finishing their meal. Tamously dished out with 
a tongue depressor sticking out of its hock, this crispy pata 
features an evenly crispy blanket of skin over succulent meat 
with a softness you can cut with a Popsicle stick. 




(?) ANALISA’S 

In Quezon City, along Kamuning Road, lies 
an unassuming no-frills to-go window that’s 
amassed a cult following despite its lack of mar¬ 
keting and branding. Tor the past two decades, 
Analisa’s has been serving up melt-off-the-bone 
pork knuckles that are deep-fried to crunchy 
perfection. 
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FRIED CHICKEN 



MAX’S 


In post-war 1945 , a Philippine institution was born under the 
name of Max’s Restaurant. In its infancy, “The house that 
fried chicken built” was naught but a little cafe frequented by 
GIs before eventually evolving into the titan chain it is today. 

The restaurant’s massive success hinges on its fried 
chicken recipe; a simple enough dish that many have tried — 
and failed — to copy. Max’s recipe results in fowl cooked to a 
delicate, golden crisp without the use of added breading, all 
the while ensuring that the meat stays tender and juicy. 




(?) ARISTOCRAT 

Though Aristocrat maybe better known for its BBQ Chicken, 
its fried cousin is tasty enough to earn its standing in their 
menu as one of the best-sellers.The resto’s Chicken Hon¬ 
ey boasts succulent meat that hints a touch of lemongrass, 
lending a clean finish to a traditionally greasy dish. Accom¬ 
panied by Aristocrat’s delicious signature java rice, atsara, 
and peanut sauce, eating to your heart’s content is the only 
way to go upon ordering this crispy delight. 



SAVORY 


Savory is another post-World War II institution. The pan- 
citeria’s Tried Chicken is rubbed with a blend of spices and 
then marinated with a secret sauce. The establishment’s 
handling of the well-beloved classic calls forth the meat’s 
natural moisture and juice, lending credence to the restau¬ 
rant’s name. 

Tor the full “savory” experience, skip the classic franchis¬ 
es and head to the original branches in Escolta, Antipolo, 
Mandaluyong, Sucat, or Valenzuela — the chicken and sauce 
are guaranteed to be more flavorful. Trust us, the meal is 
well worth the trip. 




CREDITS// Photos from official Facebook page; (8)sentroi77i, 
(a)LivestockMics, (WManamPH, @theoriginalsavory, 
(gmiaxsrestaurant, a I leavensbbq, (wdenciosph 
From official website; www.aristocrat.com.ph 
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SISIG 


MANAM 

Among the new breed of Filipino restaurants that aim to revolution¬ 
ize local classics, Manam stands out with its insanely crispy rendition 
of the Philippines’ most adored beer match. Coming off more like a 
cross between chicharon and lechon kawali rather than traditional 
sisig, the pork bits gently crumble with each bite as the savory flavor 
of fried meat gradually engulfs the palate, coercing dinners to finish 
off mounds of rice. As if that’s not enough, Manam’s rice dishes are 
noteworthy, with the sisig perfectly complementing the garlic rice, 
tinapa rice, bagoong rice, and even the plain rice. 




There was a time when Aysee was one of Pasig’s best kept secrets. 
The little hole in the wall once was known only to the nearby commu¬ 
nities. Aysee’s version of the inuman favorite is unique; while more 
traditional recipes result in a chewy dish, their Sizzling Sisig is ex¬ 
ceptionally crispy as their recipe calls for none of the expected bits 
like ears and liver. And unlike traditional sisig that uses pork brain, 
which lends to the dish’s creaminess, Aysee elects to top the house 
special with an egg, making it literally easier to swallow for the less 
adventurous. 

(¥) DENCIO’S 

Sisig will and has always been that one dish in Dencio’s that everyone 
orders when dining in the restaurant. Its best-selling Krispy Sisig is 
a classic take on the pulutan favorite. Their rendition is most likely 
the version that ignited many Filipinos’ love affair with the popular 
dish. The grillery doesn’t mess around when it comes to this barroom 
staple; the well-loved viant is characterized by a fine combination of 
crispiness, creaminess, and mouthwatering layers of umami. 



PORK BBQ 



Before becoming the beloved restaurant it is 
today, Three Sisters’ Restaurant established 
itself as a humble refreshment parlor in 1941. 
Now a staple in the Pinoy food scene, it has 
since been supplying the citizens of Kapitolyo 
with skewers of sweet and savory pork. Serv¬ 
ing barbecue that features beautifully cara¬ 
melized and slightly charred edges, the Three 
Sisters’ pork barbecue balances juicy and suc¬ 
culent lean bits with just the right amount of 
fat - thereby removing the umay issue that so 
many of its contemporaries are unable to ad¬ 
dress. 

Featured in many a best Pinoy BBQ list, 
Three Sisters’ house specialty no doubt played 
a part in the restaurant’s longevity. 


HEAVEN’S BARBECUE 

In a pork barbecue market dominated by big 
names such as Three Sisters’ and Reyes Bar¬ 
becue, Heaven’s Barbecue entered the fray 
with thunder on a skewer. Its saucy rendition 
of pork barbecue quickly earned raves from 
pundits, who in turn declared it as one of the 
best versions of the dish in the country. The 
chunky pork strips are tender, come with a 
generous serving of marinade — which moon¬ 
lights as a sweetener for rice - and can be en¬ 
joyed without vinegar. 

Heaven’s Barbecue may be the young gun 
in the pork barbecue category of this list, but 
it has already made history by beating out its 
more established counterparts in local barbe¬ 
cue taste tests. 


ALING NENE’S 

In 1955, a husband and wife team opened an 
eatery called Aling Nene’s along Vito Cruz. By 
offering delicious and unpretentious lutong 
bahay to motorists speeding along South 
Super Highway, the duo quickly gained local 
acclaim and popularity. Although the eatery 
hasn’t grown as much as others on this list, 
Aling Nene’s still stands today as a favorite 
to many - due in no small part to their hard 
earned reputation of being one of the best 
BBQ joints in town. 

Aling Nene’s legacy recipe results in smoky 
skewers packed with delicious chunks of lean 
pork that are considerably firm but definitely 
not dry. The house specialty pairs well with 
the establishment’s special vinegar sauce. 
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FICTION 


I should have fought harder on the title of my 
real-vid series. The glittering, animated logo 
declaring Space Race: Kat’s Chase is driving 
me crazy, always twirling in the corner of the 
livestream from Hawk Five. On the bright side, 
the visual pollution does help distract me from 
my living situation: tiny habitat pod, stale recy¬ 
cled air, chilly and cramped. Physical discomfort 
is a trifle when compared to this constant, insult¬ 
ing eyesore. 

I don’t even like glitter. 

Could have been worse, though. Signing off 
on that dumb title meant I didn’t have to wear 
the bikini that wardrobe very generously called 
a “flight suit.” I maybe stranded, but at least I’m 
wearing enough fabric to cover my entire body. 
It’s been averaging 60 below zero outside, and 
the pod’s heaters are working full-time to keep 
me alive. 

It’s true, Kat’s Chase did make me—Katrina 
Shao—a household name overnight. But I never 
cared about being famous. 

If anyone should be famous, it’s Beatrice 
Soltana. And she will be. Oh, the irony. 

I didn’t know her name at first. For weeks 
before the race started, she was just “the third 
Lunar ship,” and that was enough. I didn’t want 
to know any of my competitors too well and risk 
actually caring about them. 

My first sight of Beatrice’s ship was a vid 
from an Earth telescope, when Jayden—oh boy, 
Jayden, that’s a whole other story—asked me to 
comment on the vehicle configuration. We’d been 
doing this with all the other racers, me wanting 
to drop some science education on my viewers, 
Jayden just encouraging me to trash-talk my 
competition. After several dozen of these “design 
reviews,” it was starting to get old. But then I saw 
the rock-ship. 

Lunar Three wasn’t built for looks. Not like 
my sleek, sexy Hawk Five, which had been focus- 
grouped to death before construction. Beatrice’s 
ride was a hodgepodge of half a strip-mined 
asteroid, solar panels jutting out at seemingly 
random angles, and habitat and engine modules 
held in place by melted rock flows. There’s no 
need for aerodynamic vehicles when you live in 
hard vacuum. I was fascinated. And we got two 
whole episodes out of Zaprudering those long¬ 
distance views of her ship. 

I was so focused on the hardware, I didn’t 
realize what Jayden was doing to my ship’s soft¬ 
ware. I’d gotten used to just accepting every bor¬ 
ing update patch from Earth. And why wouldn’t I 
trust my own producer and ex-lover? 

He knew Beatrice’s ship was close enough 
to intercept my transmissions back to Earth. 
He knew she wouldn’t be able to resist eaves¬ 
dropping on my raw feed when she realized the 
stream was using an outdated encryption key. 
And he guessed—correctly—that she wouldn’t 
immediately check the video data for an embed¬ 
ded Trojan designed to infiltrate her ship’s com¬ 


puter, because my outlandish speculations about 
her spacecraft design would be too annoying for 
her to ignore. 

While I explained that one of Beatrice’s hab 
modules could be a hydroponics bubble, the sec¬ 
ondary comms display next to my camera lit up. 
I was hanging upside down at the time— view¬ 
ers love stupid zero-gravity tricks—and I had to 
rotate the screen to read her message: 

ARE YOU GIVING DELIBERATE MISINFOR¬ 
MATION OR JUST STUPID THAT’S MY WATER 
CYCLE REPRESS GET IT RIGHT OR SHUTUP 

I was a little surprised, thinking she had 
hacked my comms, but actually felt flattered 
that she’d gone to the trouble. After finishing my 
broadcast, I messaged her back: IF YOU CARE 
SO MUCH, WHY NOT SEND ME SOME BLUE¬ 
PRINTS? 

She replied: SHOULD HAVE BROUGHT 
YOUR OWN PORN 

That was confusing, GET YOUR MIND OUT 
OF THE GUTTER. WHO SAID ANYTHING 
ABOUT PORN? 

YOU SAID “BLUE PRINTS,” ISN’T THAT 
SLANG FOR DIRTY PICTURES? 

SCHEMATICS! I MEANT SCHEMATICS OF 
YOUR SHIP! 

OH WELL MY ANSWER IS STILL NO 

It was the funniest thing I’d experienced in 
weeks. 

After two days of cajoling, she agreed to talk 
to me on a live vid link—off the record, of course. 
I understood her reluctance, and it took a lot of 
work to convince her, but I was just so bored. I 
didn’t think I’d feel so lonely, with half the Solar 
System watching me. But having an audience 
isn’t the same as having friends. 

“So how many markers have you tagged to¬ 
day?” I asked. Finding the radio beacons hidden 
around the asteroid belt was by far the most chal¬ 
lenging part of Space Race. 

Beatrice scowled at me. She was lean and 
dark, with short-cropped hair. “Not-gonna tell 
you, Earther.” Her voice lilted as her Lunar ac¬ 
cent ran words together and emphasized the 
wrong syllables. 

“Gome on, I’m not asking you where you 
found them,” I said. “Just give me a number. I’m 
curious.” 

She stared at me, then said, “Twelve more 
today. You?” 

I did my best to hide my surprise. The score- 
board had shown me in the lead yesterday, but if 
she was telling the truth, I was now down by four. 

“Not quite that many,” I said. “But I’m right 
on your ass, Bea. Don’t get cocky.” 

“Your trajectories are inefficient,” she said. 
“Perhaps your sensors are also inadequate.” 

I folded my arms. “I spent six years at Caltech 
designing deep-space probes. I’m pretty sure I 
know what I’m doing.” 

“I grew up on Luna,” she said, as if that were 
an equivalent credential. 


“Right,” I said. “That would explain the poor 
social skills.” 

“We value privacy. I do-not understand how 
you can do your stupid show.” 

“Em sorry, do you mean the top-rated realvid 
series Space Race: Kat’s Chase? I do it because 
they’re paying the bills. Who are your sponsors?” 
I hadn’t seen any logos adorning her rock-ship, 
but I could understand brands not wanting to be 
associated with that monstrosity. 

“Em independent.” 

“Sitting on a nice trust fund, were you?” 

“I don’t-know what that is.” 

Now I’m frowning. “How did you pay for your 
ship?” 

“That’s private.” 

“Really. Tell me again how your great respect 
for privacy led you to hack into my communica¬ 
tions?” 

She gave me a funny look. “You’re beaming 
signal straight-at-me with old ciphers. It’s almost 
like you were asking me to eavesdrop.” 

I kept a poker face while cursing on the in¬ 
side. “Well, you know. Good science is all about 
sharing information.” 

“Very-well,” Beatrice said. “Why-don’t you 
share your next destination with me?” 

I was tempted for a split second—Let’s make 
an actual race of it!—but then I remembered I 
was behind by four markers. “I thought I was 
inefficient.” 

“I-just wanted to beat you there and prove-it.” 

Not a chance, Lunar. “Oh, hey, look at the 
time. It’s been real, Bea, but I gotta go do my 
show. Peace.” I didn’t wait for her to respond be¬ 
fore clicking off. 

I never wanted to compete in Space Race. 
It always seemed like just another way to churn 
content for advertising overlays. But after six 
years of expensive higher education, I was run¬ 
ning out of grants for postgraduate studies and 
my job prospects were nonexistent. 

Then Jayden—stupid, sexy Jayden, who had 
already talked me into sharing a bed and then 
an apartment, and was already getting hefty em¬ 
ployment offers straight out of film school—sug¬ 
gested I look into Space Race. 

Space Race is officially known as the Gave- 
shana Spacefaring Foundation Stock Propulsion 
Time Trial. Once every 10 years, the foundation 
supplies 100 identical spacecraft engine systems 
and runs a lottery to pick 100 qualified pilots, 
who build the best vehicles they can around 
each engine, within very strict mass limits. Then 
Gaveshana makes those pilots run their space¬ 
craft ragged around the asteroid belt until one 
comes out on top. 

But win or lose, you got to keep your engine. 
That was a golden ticket out of Earth’s gravity 

well. 

Every other door was being slammed in my 
face. Space Race was the only game in town that 
didn’t care about your background, as long as 
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PILOTS RUN THEIR 
SPACECRAFT RUGGED 
AROUND THE ASTEROID 
BELT UNTIL ONE COMES 


you passed all the written tests and qualified in 
the simulator. Everything was anonymized, color 
blind, as purely merit-based as the foundation 
could make it. Anyone in the Solar System was 
welcome to try out. The sponsors just wanted 
some gating factors to minimize the chances that 
you would get yourself killed. 

I didn’t really expect to qualify. I don’t know 
what I scored on the exams. I don’t know how 
many other people were in the drawing. All I 
know is, my lottery number was selected on a 
live vid broadcast, and the next day I was accept¬ 
ing delivery of my very own Erickson Exotech 
power plant. 

And literally five minutes after that, Holly¬ 
wood called. 

Nobody races without some kind of financial 
backing. Building a spaceship is a pricey propo¬ 
sition. But the fewer backers you have, the less 
time you need to spend reassuring each one that 
you’re doing the right thing every step of the way. 
Jayden convinced me that we were being smart, 
signing with Quantum Sheep Entertainment— 
he would be hired as my producer, and we’d be 
dealing with only one corporate entity for any 
ancillary rights and sublicensing deals. QSE’s 
studios were even nearby, right in Pasadena. 

With built-in cachet as the youngest Space 
Race competitor and the only woman pilot from 
Earth, all I had to do was smile for the cameras 
and let QSE turn my life into whatever narrative 
they thought would get the most eyeballs. 

What’s the old proverb? “Can’t shake the 
devil’s hand and say you’re only kidding.” 

As soon as I clicked off with Bea, I recorded a 
profanity-laden vid in which I told Jayden exactly 
what I thought of him messing with my ship’s 
communications software. Unfortunately, I 
didn’t have the expertise to undo his latest patch, 
so all I could do was yell into a camera lens. 

His reply to me—which came long after I 
had time to cool down—was typical Jayden, 
soothing apology sliding into empty promises. I 
knew he was lying through his perfect teeth, but 
I could never resist those twinkling eyes. And I 
still needed him to produce my show. 

There ought to also be a proverb about sleep¬ 
ing with the devil, because I’ve found that gener¬ 
ally doesn’t work out well either. 

I should have suspected something when 
Jayden asked me to open my next show with yet 
another visual assessment of Tunar Three’s ex¬ 
terior. He fed me some line about getting an ac¬ 
tual thruster count, since the rock-ship’s engines 
were hidden in shadowed nooks and crannies, 
and this upcoming retro burn could be my last 
chance to see them. 

“Keep your friends close and your enemies 
closer, right?” he said with a wink. I gave in. 

It was day seven, and only 19 racers were still 
competing. Beatrice and I were in a dead heat 
for first place. We had each verified 80 markers 
on the scoreboard—more than any past win- 


OUT ON TOP. 

ners—and now we had to start thinking about 
getting to the finish line. If we ended up tied on 
markers, we’d be judged by how much mass we 
had burned during the race, and that was secret 
information. Saving fuel might be more impor¬ 
tant at this point. 

Both Hawk Five and Lunar Three were near¬ 
ing a large asteroid that we could use as gravity 
slingshot to accelerate out of the belt. Beatrice 
had crept to within five kilometers of me— clos¬ 
er than what the safety guidelines recommended, 
but she was one heck of a pilot. Not that I would 
ever admit it to her face. Or on camera. 

I knew something was wrong when I saw 
Beatrice in her spacesuit, crawling around the 
outside of her main reactor’s heat sink. I tried 
to raise her on comms, but she didn’t respond. 

The explosion would have blinded me if my 
screen hadn’t auto-polarized, blotting out the 
brightest portion of the blast with a shivering 
black circle. I blinked away tears and read my 
other instruments, checking for stray debris that 
might collide with Hawk. 

“Confirmed. Tunar Three is completely de¬ 
stroyed,” I heard myself saying. “My readings 
indicate there was a power surge that caused an 
overload....” 

Except that’s impossible, I thought. The 
power plant wouldn’t have gone critical; the fail- 
safes would have shut it down. I know this engine 
inside and out. 

And so does Jayden. 

I reviewed my communication logs as soon 
as the broadcast ended. I found the computer- 
virus signature after scrolling back to my first 
tightbeam chat with Beatrice. It was hidden in 
the data stream, and only one person could have 
put it there. Jayden. 

I couldn’t even have a proper shouting match 
with him, since it took a full hour for my mes¬ 
sages to reach Earth and another hour for me 
to receive any reply. But I unloaded every swear 
word I knew and threatened to turn him in to 
the authorities. He reminded me why I couldn’t. 

“All your comms go through my control 
room,” Jayden said, a crocodile smile smearing 


across his too-smooth face. “Look, it was an ac¬ 
cident. I didn’t mean to blow up the ship. I just 
wanted to cause some engine trouble, slow her 
down and give you a little advantage.” 

“I don’t need your help, asshole,” I sent back. 
“And I’m the one in control. I can turn off every 
camera in here and kill the show.” 

“You stop the cameras, you’re in breach 
of contract,” Jayden said. “Gome on. I’m help¬ 
ing here. I’ve been reading up on the competi¬ 
tion, and all you joystick jockeys have the same 
blind spot: software. That’s my specialty. Magic 
fingers, remember?” He held up both hands, 
palms toward himself, and wiggled his fingers. 
It had seemed cute once, but now it made my 
skin crawl. “Bottom line, you’re in the lead now, 
and your top priority is winning this race. Noth¬ 
ing else matters until you’re back on that carrier. 
Jayden out.” 

I wanted to put my fist through his head, but 
I couldn’t. Instead, I put on a spacesuit, went out¬ 
side—we already had plenty of B-roll footage of 
me doing all kinds of EVA, so I was safe from the 
cameras for at least a few minutes— and turned 
off my radio and screamed into the void until I 
was hoarse. 

I had no warning when Beatrice crashed into 
me from behind. 

Gaveshana’s rules for Space Race are simple: 
one person per spacecraft, stock propulsion sys¬ 
tem, overall vehicle mass limit, first pilot to ren¬ 
dezvous with the most rally markers and then 
cross the finish line in time wins. No resupply 
during transit, no support vehicles, no remote 
power except for solar panels. If something goes 
wrong during Space Race, you fix it yourself. If 
you can’t fix it, you’re done. It’s a test of skill, 
endurance and more than a little luck. 

This decade’s course was the most chal¬ 
lenging to date: Starting at the Tagrangian point 
ahead of Mars in its orbit around the Sun, each 
racer had just 10 solar days to search the asteroid 
belt for 100 scattered shortrange radio markers, 
then navigate back out to the Tagrangian point 
trailing Mars. The Gaveshana carrier from which 
we launched would take a leisurely trip around 
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the Mars quarantine zone to meet us at the fin¬ 
ish fine. 

During the race, I would stream uninterrupt¬ 
ed raw vid back to Earth for Team Kat to edit into 
daily broadcasts. This was a bit of an innovation 
on Jayden’s part: Most racers jealously guarded 
their methods, but I wasn’t planning to make 
a career of this. I had no problem kissing and 
telling, as long as it didn’t handicap my perfor¬ 
mance. I still wanted to win. 

The first five solar days saw nearly half the 
starting racers either drop out, burn out or sim¬ 
ply go missing. There’s a lot of empty space out 
here to get lost in. And one of the Venus flyers 
deployed a whole fleet of decoy radio drones in 
the first hour. It wasn’t technically against the 
rules—they weren’t directly interfering with 
anyone’s navigation systems—and a lot of racers 
ended up chasing the wrong radar blips. 

Beatrice and I both had state-of-the-art 
passive sensors and signal-processing comput¬ 
ers—systems that less prudent pilots might 
have skimped on—and were able to pick out 
the genuine markers from the fake ones. We 
flew in meandering paths, so no one else could 
followus easily, but kept ending up at the same 
rocks. It was unavoidable: You add two and two 
and you’re going to get four, no matter what kind 
of calculator you’re using. 

Beatrice’s inertia toppled us both forward, 
but my safety tether kept us from drifting away. 
I spent a few seconds wrestling uselessly in zero 
gravity, until she clanged her spacesuit helmet 
against mine. Her voice vibrated through our 
touching visors. 

“Permission to come-aboard,” she said. 

“Beatrice!” I shouted. “You’re—but—how?” 

“Opened exterior access right-before reac¬ 
tor blew,” she said. “Hull panel separated and 
shielded me from the blast. Big-rock’s grav¬ 
ity pulled me in, and suit-jets had just enough 
juice to maneuver to you. Glad you didn’t change 
course.” 

“You’re alive!” I laughed and slapped her 
shoulder. She wasn’t smiling. “Oh. God. I’m 
so sorry about your ship. It wasn’t—I mean, I 
didn’t-” 

She nodded, her lips a tight line. “I-know.” 

Dammit. Jayden had never re-encrypted 
my comms. Beatrice must have seen our entire 
shouting match. 

“He’s a slimeball.” I didn’t even want to say 
his name. “But I’ll make sure he faces the music.” 

“How?” 

“One thing at a time. Tet’s go inside. We need 
to show everyone you’re alive.” 

She shook her head. “Heck-no. I don’t want 
to be on-TV.” 

The privacy thing again. “You can’t stay out 
here.” 

“I’d rather stay here than be on your show.” 

“Always nice to meet a fan,” I grumbled. 
“Fine. I’ll go in first, smash the camera in the air¬ 


lock, and you can hang out there. ButHawk isn’t 
built for two people. We need to send a distress 
call so someone can come rescue you.” 

“There’s no-one in-range.” 

I was getting angry now. “Fine! Then I need 
your help to get both of us to the finish line in 
this ship!” 

She shook her head. “That may not be possible.” 

“It’s just a stupid engineering problem,” I 
said. “We’ll find a solution. Fet’s go inside and 
we’ll figure it out.” 

There was another surprise waiting for us 
inside Hawk Five: an alert from Gaveshana can¬ 
celing Space Race. 

They had located one of the missing racers. 
Apparently he had convinced himself that sev¬ 
eral markers were hidden inside a passing comet 
and gotten stupid in his excitement. He had mis¬ 
judged his approach and crashed through the 
comet, breaking it into pieces and deflecting it 
from its original orbit. Now there was a huge slew 
of ice and rock headed toward our finish line. 

The cometary debris field was too massive 
for Gaveshana to clear. The carrier had to change 
course to avoid deadly collisions, which meant 
all racers had to chase it to its new position if 
we wanted to catch our ride back to Earth. This 
wasn’t a contest anymore. This was life or death. 
Gaveshana would stay out here as long as they 
could, but they wouldn’t risk an entire carrier for 
19 unlucky pilots. 

Tike every Space Race vehicle, Hawk was de¬ 
signed to support a single human pilot. Beatrice 
and I could stretch our oxygen with recyelers, 
and ration food and water for the next few days, 
but we just didn’t have enough fuel to push our 


increased mass to the carrier’s new flight path 
before our supplies ran out. We were going to 
miss the mark by several orders of magnitude. 

“It’s time for the distress call,” I said after 
we had spent an hour running simulations 
and mainlining instant-coffee bulbs. “QSE has 
a whole team of consultants on retainer back 
on Earth. Maybe they’ll think of something we 
missed.” 

“Ask them about Mars,” Beatrice said. 

I frowned at her. “The what, now?” 

She surprised me by pushing herself out of 
the air lock and floating over to me. She hand¬ 
ed me the tablet she’d been using. It showed a 
new flight plan: Instead of thrusting toward the 
Fagrangian point, she had Hawk diverting into 
Mars’s orbit and slingshotting around the planet. 
We still didn’t make it to the carrier, but we got a 
lot closer. Close enough for rescue. 

“If we jettison some nonessential hardware 
as reaction mass,” she said, “we may-be able to 
achieve a high orbit, above the fenceposts.” 

The Mars terraforming quarantine was en¬ 
forced by an orbital grid of “fencepost” satellites 
that would sterilize—that is, bum with high- 
powered lasers until nothing organic could sur¬ 
vive—any spacecraft attempting to land on the 
planet. It was going to take a long time to reshape 
the environment to allow human habitation, and 
even a few of the wrong microbes could set the 
project back by decades. Ares Amalgamated 
wasn’t going to let that happen. 

“This is kind of completely insane,” I told her. 

Beatrice shrugged. “Go-big or go-home.” 

“All right, Bea!” I gave her a friendly punch 
on the shoulder. 
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FICTION 

THIS WASN’T A CONTEST 
ANYMORE. THIS WAS LIFE 
OR DEATH. AND ONE OF 
US WAS GOING TO DIE. 


She gave me a dirty look. “Please-don’t do 
that again.” 

“Sorry.” I prepared to record avid message. 
“But since you’ve overcome your stage fright, 
do you want to present this ludicrous scheme 
yourself?” 

“Heck-no.” She pushed herself away and 
drifted back into the air lock. “I don’t know those 
people.” 

“Right.” I switched on the camera. Imagin¬ 
ing the look on Jayden’s face put a big grin on 
my own. “Surprise, team! Look who’s joined me 
aboard the Hawk Five. It’s Beatrice Soltana from 
the Moon, and we have a very interesting math 
problem for you.” 

Jayden’s initial response was not exactly what 
I expected. 

“This is great!” he gushed. “We thought we’d 
have to cancel the show after that alert, but this is 
brilliant. You’re not just trying to win a race now. 
You’re both fighting for your lives!” 

He went on for awhile, explaining how QSE 
wanted us to record new promotional footage 
and schedule exclusive interviews with news 
outlets. I ignored all that and sent our trajec¬ 
tory calculations for a double-check by the mis¬ 
sion control engineers. If Hawk couldn’t detour 
around Mars, viewer counts would be the least 
of our worries. 

It would take no less than two hours to get 
a reply from Earth, including the transmission 
delay and at least one emergency all-hands meet¬ 
ing. Normally I’d have been bored stupid, but 
now I had someone to talk to. Even if she was 
a weirdo Lunar who insisted on running words 
together for no apparent reason. 

“So tell me, Bea,” I said, “what made you 
want to enter this race?” 

“Cribbage,” she said. 

“Gome again?” 

“Gome where?” 

I shook my head. “Just repeat what you said. 
Crib-something?” 

“Cribbage. It’s a card game. Don’t-youknow 
it?” 

“I’m not really into gambling.” 

She looked offended. “It’s not gambling. It’s 
math and patterns. Easy-fun. I’ll show you.” She 
unzipped one of her jumpsuit pockets and pulled 
out a deck of old-fashioned playing cards. 


“So do you always carry those with you, or-” 

“Good-luck charm. Now shut-up and learn.” 

Jayden was considerably less happy the next 
time we heard from him. So was I, having lost 
the First Interplanetary Invitational Cribbage 
Tournament by several hundred points. 

“We need your new best friend to sign some 
releases before we can put her on the air,” Jayden 
grumbled into the camera. “The eggheads are 
working on a flight plan. We’ll get you that update 
in a few hours. But we need Bea’s contract back 
as soon as possible. We still got a show to make, 
Kat.” His transmission ended with an attached 
bolus of legal documents. 

“What does this mean?” Beatrice asked me. 

“It means you’re going to be famous,” I said, 
paging through her contract. “And they’re going 
to pay you. Not as much as me, of course ” 

“I don’t-want to be on-TV,” she said, pushing 
away from me. 

“You do realize we’ve been streaming vid 
this whole time, right? They’ve already got you 
on camera.” 

“They can-not legally broadcast that footage 
unless I agree,” Beatrice said. “And I will-not sign 
the release forms.” 

I stared at her. QSE’s bean counters wouldn’t 
commit resources to our rescue unless they 
could milk maximum profit from the show, and 
people weren’t going to tune in for less than full 
high-def vid of both Beatrice and me. That was 
the only thing the studio cared about, in the end: 
whether they could sell more advertising. And 
ads work only if people are watching. 

Can’t shake the devil’s hand and say you’re 
only kidding. 

I wouldn’t be able to convince Beatrice. I saw 
it in her stubborn Lunar face; I knew it from her 
born-and-bred Lunar attitude toward respect¬ 
ing personal boundaries. And even if by some 
miracle she did sign, I didn’t want her distracted 
by thinking about the billions of people watching 
her every move. 

I had no idea how Beatrice might react to be¬ 
ing under that kind of public scrutiny. I couldn’t 
have her freaking out. I needed her expertise. I 
needed her to focus on our problem. 

Focus. 

“Don’t worry,” I said. “You don’t have to sign 
anything.” 


Nobody was happy with my solution. I sup¬ 
pose that made it the perfect compromise. Jayden 
wasn’t happy about all the extra editing to blur 
out Beatrice’s face wherever it appeared on cam¬ 
era and disguise her voice whenever she spoke. 
I had to catch myself or record multiple takes 
more than once to avoid using her name. And 
Beatrice wasn’t happy that some parts of her 
body would still appear in the broadcast. 

But she was on my ship. Beatrice had yielded 
any right to privacy when she boarded, for as 
long as she stayed. The show’s ratings spiked as 
fans circulated all kinds of theories about who 
my mystery guest was. Meanwhile, we had even 
bigger problems. 

“The numbers don’t look good,” said Team 
Kat’s chief engineer, Dima, in our latest message 
from Earth. “Hawk requires course correction 
for a proper insertion orbit around Mars, but 
you can’t spare the fuel—you’ll need that later. 
So we have a new procedure. It requires you to 
manually jettison reaction mass. Here’s a list of 
the equipment onboard you need to collect for 
disposal....” 

Text scrolled across the bottom of the screen, 
listing all the hardware we’d have to dump. My 
stomach knotted. It was an awfully long list. 

“But given the limited velocity you’ll be able 
to impart manually, that’s still not enough mass,” 
Dima continued. “You will also need to remove 
some sections of the outer hull ” 

“Are you kidding me?” I blurted. 

“-but don’t worry, it’s perfectly safe.” 

Dima attempted to smile, which only made 
it worse. “We’ll leave the forward sections intact 
just in case you run into any dust or debris. There 
will only be cosmetic modifications to the back 
half of the ship.” 

“Where the actual engines are!” I said out 

loud. 

“We’ve run several simulations,” Dima said. 
“You don’t have a lot of margin for error, so be 
very precise when you’re ejecting the mass. The 
procedure document is attached. Let us know if 
you have any questions or concerns.” 

“ Tf’?” Beatrice said from behind me. 

“Pasadena out.” 

I recorded a response for air, putting on my 
best intrepid-explorer face, praising my sup¬ 
port team and expressing supreme confidence 
in their abilities. After that was done, I turned to 
Beatrice and said, “We are so going to die.” 

Maybe mission control’s plan wasn’t com¬ 
pletely insane, but they didn’t have to stand on 
Hawk’s hull and look into her bare metal guts 
after stripping the ceramic covering off her 
amidships and aft sections. It was unnerving to 
know that a good third of our spacecraft would 
be unarmored as we plowed into Mars’s upper 
atmosphere. 

And then there was the kicking. I’m sure we 
looked ridiculous out there, me with my back 
against the hull, holding on with both arms out¬ 
stretched, kicking objects away from Hawk as 
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hard as I could. Beatrice crouched next to me 
and moved each piece into place against my 
boots until we had jettisoned every last gram we 
could spare. 

We went back in, and I watched over Bea¬ 
trice’s shoulder while she ran the numbers again. 
Either one of us could have done it, but she was 
faster. I guess growing up in the Moon’s lower 
gravity really had given her better instincts for 
flight mechanics. 

The news was bad. Hawk was still coming in 
too steep. We were going to cross the fenceposts 
surrounding Mars, and they would melt us into 
an inert mass before we touched the surface of 
the planet. There was no escape from our fate. 

Escape. 

“How much mass do we still need to lose?” 
I asked. 

“By kicking?” Beatrice shook her head. “Too- 
much. We can’t spare any-more consumables, 
and there’s not-much of the hull left. You’re 
strong, Kat, but you’re only-human. We just- 
can’t-get-enough momentum.” 

I tapped some numbers into the console. 
“What if we could eject this much mass...at this 
velocity?” 

Beatrice blinked at the screen, then looked 
at me. “How?” 

“The escape pod,” I said. “It has explosive 
bolts to push away from the spacecraft, just in 
case I’m running from an engine overload or 
something. Those numbers are just a ballpark, 
we’ll need to verify them-” 

“You-wanna eject me,” Beatrice said. 

“No,” I said. “We launch the pod empty. 
We’re in this together, Bea.” 

We got so caught up in the work, we didn’t 
even think to give mission control an update on 
our situation. This was probably a good thing: 
We wouldn’t have wanted their pitiless input on 
this new dilemma. 

The escape pod by itself didn’t have enough 
mass to complete our course correction. One of 
us had to be inside. And given the velocity of the 
pyro charges, Hawk would have to eject her es¬ 
cape pod—with occupant—just as she hit the 
edge of Mars’s atmosphere. 

The pod would fall to the surface, through 
the fenceposts’ no-fly zone. 

One of us was going to die. 

“I volunteer,” Beatrice said. 

“No,” I snapped. “No. Tet’s check this again. If 
we change the angle and launch the pod earlier-” 

“It’s-okay, Kat,” Beatrice said. “I volunteer.” 

“No! There’s got to be away to make this 
work.” 

“It’s-okay,” Beatrice repeated in that irritat¬ 
ing singsong. “We have a phrase on Tuna: Hard 
math. Facts are facts. Like in cribbage— don’t 
have the right cards, you don’t score. Numbers 
don’t lie. Numbers don’t care.” 

“This isn’t about numbers!” I smacked the 
console. “And you can still mess up in cribbage 
if you don’t see a pattern that’s on the table.” I 


had proven that repeatedly. “I’ll call Jayden. Get 
QSE to pull some strings with Ares Amalgam¬ 
ated. They must be able to do a remote shutdown 
on those fenceposts.” 

“Ares-Am has invested trillions of dollars in 
creating a planetary habitat,” Beatrice said. “You 
really-think a corporation that size will care if 
two people live-or-die? We might-have both died 
in the race anyway-” 

“Shut up,” I said. “I’m not listening to your 
fatalistic crap.” 

“You still-have a chance to-” 

“Ta-la-la-la-la,” I said, sticking fingers in both 
ears. “I can’t hear you.” 

I saw Beatrice’s mouth moving and shook 
my head. 

“I am not receiving your signal, ” I shouted 
at her. “Sensors are offline-” 

And then I had one last crazy idea. 

“-important,” Beatrice said as I opened 

my ears again. “Stop, Kat. Tet-me-go.” 

I moved around her and started working the 
nav console again. “Bea. Question. How many 
meteors hit Mars every year?” 

“Don’t-know. Why-” 

“Just take a guess!” 

She sighed. “Tuna sees at-least one meteor¬ 
oid strike per day. Mars is a larger target, but its 
atmosphere shields it. I would guess one third as 
many impacts there. I’m sure Ares-Am has data 
from their sensors on-the-ground.” 

“Oh, I know they do,” I said. “So why don’t 
the fenceposts vaporize those meteors before 
they reach the surface?” 

“Because they’re not-spacecraft,” Beatrice 
said. 

“And how do the fenceposts know they’re not 
spacecraft?” 

“Because-” Beatrice blinked. “Hump- me! 
Because meteors don’t emit radio-waves.” 

“Give that girl a cigar,” I said. 

“I don’t smoke.” 

“Forget it.” The console lit up with the escape 
pod’s engineering schematics, and I moved aside 
so Beatrice could see where I was pointing. “We 
disable the pod’s nav beacon and the automated 
distress signal, here and here. It’ll look like just 
another rock to the fenceposts. I’ll survive reen¬ 
try, and then-” 

“Wait-stop.” Beatrice held up a hand. “I 
should go. This-is your-ship.” 

“You grew up on the Moon,” I said. “Mars’s 
gravity is twice what your body can handle. Your 
lungs would collapse in less than a day.” 

Beatrice put a hand on my shoulder and 
spoke slowly. “This is your ship.” 

“That’s right.” I swallowed the lump in my 
throat. “I’m the captain, and I’m giving you an 
order. You’re a better pilot than I’ll ever be, Tu- 
nar. You get Hawk to the rendezvous. You get 
some help, and then you come back and rescue 
me.” 

Beatrice’s eyes glistened. “Aye, captain.” 

“And this is still my ship,” I said. “You’re just 


borrowing her. Make sure you fill up the fuel tank 
before you return her.” 

Beatrice laughed, squeezing a tear out of one 
eye. I caught the droplet with my sleeve, soak¬ 
ing it up before it could drift away and into any 
equipment. “Your producer’s not going to be 
happy about this.” 

“Screw him. He can suck it with a broken 
straw.” I grabbed a tablet and scribbled down 
six words. “Here. You give him this message af¬ 
ter you’re safely aboard the carrier. Not before.” 

I handed Beatrice the tablet. She read it and 
frowned. “I don’t-get-it.” 

“No-worries,” I said, doing my best imitation 
of Tunar-speak. “He’ll get it.” 

And that’s how I wound up here, all alone 
on Mars. 

My spacesuit’s recycling unit can extract 
oxygen from the atmosphere, there’s enough 
humidity for my emergency kit to make liquid 
water, and the escape pod contains a generous 
supply of awful-tasting but highly nutritious food 
rations. I’ll be able to survive until I get rescued. 
And I will get rescued. 

My biggest problem is boredom. Fortunately, 
even though I can’t talk to anyone, my comms re¬ 
ceiver is still working. So I can watch my show— 
no, correction, it’s Beatrice’s show now. Or, as 
she’s known on air, “Racer X”: a blurry, pixelated 
head with a gravelly disguised voice. 

I seriously love how much Jayden must be 
hating this. 

Beatrice completed Hawk’s orbital slingshot 
around Mars with fuel to spare, and the constant 
friction between her Lunar ways and everyone 
else’s Earther traditions is simply delightful. She 
won’t take any action unless she understands 
the rationale behind it, which means someone 
at mission control has to explain every one of 
my spacecraft procedures to her, which usually 
results in a wacky misunderstanding. The best 
part is, Beatrice wins most of the arguments in 
the end. And yes, I’m keeping score. 

Hawk Five is now just a few hours from the 
carrier rendezvous. After that, Beatrice will de¬ 
liver my final message to Jayden. I hope then 
she’ll understand why it had to be me in the es¬ 
cape pod. 

Jayden might not have sent a rescue mission 
back to Mars for Beatrice—some stranger he 
doesn’t care about—but I know he’s still carry¬ 
ing a torch for me. Besides, I’m his meal-ticket. 
He won’t let a celebrity castaway die on his watch. 
Not when he can use me to sell ads. And my hel¬ 
met cam’s been recording continuously since I 
landed. 

My message to him was “Space Race 2: Kat 
vs. Mars.” 

I’m sure we can get a full season out of this 
lousy place. 

□ 
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Playboy Philippines threw one of its grand¬ 
est parties to date when it celebrated its 
10th anniversary at Revel on May 17. It was 
a night to remember as guests were treat¬ 
ed to a steamy dance number from the 
three 2018 Playmate of the Year (PMOY) 
contenders - Playmates Rob, Maine, and 
Janine - free-flowing cocktails, a musical 
performance from jazz duo Station WOW, 
and the pulse-pounding beats of interna¬ 
tional DJ and Filipina Playmate Clei Barce¬ 
lona. 

Hosted by Playboy Philippines’ talent 
director, Chx Alcala, the party saw the un¬ 
veiling of the 10th Anniversary Issue, to the 
surprise of the PMOY finalists. After shock¬ 
ing the crowd with a sizzling dance routine, 
they were nearly in tears when they saw 
themselves on the cover. Free copies of the 
magazine were given to the guests while 
the VIPs got to savor bottles of cognac and 
soju, care of sponsors Remy Martin and O2 
Linn, respectively. 

Awards were given to distinguished 
guests and members of the Playboy Phil¬ 
ippines family for showing excellence in 
their respective fields. Motoring journalist 
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James Deakin took home the award for 
Personality of the Year; celebrity vlog- 
ger Wil Dasovich was named Influenc- 
er of the Year; Atom Araullo received a 
special award for his body of work as a 
journalist; and techpreneur and mobile 
gaming hotshot Bernard Chong was 
named Man of the Year. 

On the side of Playboy, creative as¬ 
sociate AJ Jose was named Employee 
of the Year for her innumerable contri¬ 
butions to the brand; creative director 
Owen Reyes received a special award 
for excellence; while Mario Fermil took 
home a special award for his years of 
service with the company. 

The winners of the brand’s photog¬ 
raphy and writing competitions were 
also named, with Kim Faner winning 
the Playboy Fiction Writing Contest 
and Cesar Diaz Jr. bagging the top prize 
of Photo Erotica. 

Making history anew was Playboy 
Philippines’ internal vice president Billy 
Abeleda who now owns the distinction 
of being the world’s first Playmate of 
the Decade after becoming the brand’s 
very first Playmate of the Year in 2010. 

The 10th Anniversary Party was 
done in participation with Mineski, one 
of Southeast Asia’s top eSports teams. 
Check out the group’s coverage of the 
party on their Facebook page and You¬ 
Tube channel. 
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RECALL 



Hugh Hefner was never one for modesty as he fully embodied the term “playboy” throughout 
his colorful life . As such, not only did he purchase the a Big Bunny” - a souped up DC-g aircraft - to 
bring along the Playboy Mansion experience to every destination, he also adored traveling by yacht. 
Renting out some of the fanciest sea vessels at the time, the likes of the superyacht Tracinda Jean, he 
was more than glad to bring his hedonistic lifestyle and Playmate flock out to sea to the amazement 
of friends and fellow celebrities. The party never stops with him around. 
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